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	1. Perfection

**_Hello, HTTYD fandom! My name is DrabbitDragonLord, or Bella, and this is my first Dragons fanfic. _**

**_Now, it's pretty short, but I just got this idea in my head two days ago and I couldn't get it out of my mind! I have been reading some HTTYD fanfics lately, and I have to say... you guys have got to be some of the best authors on this site. They way you kept the characters...well... in character, is amazing. So your stories inspired me to write this one-shot, and I am so happy with it!_**

**_There are spoilers from HTTYD2, so PLEASE DO NOT READ UNLESS YOU LIKE READING SPOILERS! (Knowing myself, I hate spoilers, so this is why I am addressing the fact to those who are on the same boat as I am)._**

**_As you can tell... I am a huge fan of Hiccstrid, and I love everything about them separately. I tired my hardest to get in character with them (Hiccup is the queen of sass while Astrid is just AWESOME XD), but if they seem out of character to you, or if anything is off, please leave a review or message me, so I can improve._**

**_Also, for a side note, this is set a couple of years after the second movie, and Hiccup and Astrid are married, with Hiccup as Chief._**

**_I do not own anything related to "How to Train Your Dragon". The movie franchise is owned by the amazing Dreamworks._**

* * *

><p><em>"A man is not complete until he has seen the baby he has made."<em>

Sammy Davis, Jr.

* * *

><p><strong>Perfection<strong>

"Just calm down, Hiccup."

Usually when someone says "Calm down" to a deranged, freaking-out, expecting father, it will not, I repeat not, help him calm down. All it will do is add stress to said expecting father, causing him to freak out more and worry about his wife and baby.

Quite frankly, anything could happen to both baby and mother during birth, as in broken limbs, death, other complications, or anything really, and it doesn't help that the entire island is expecting a boy to carry the family legacy and not if the baby (boy or girl) will be healthy.

Like, seriously, who votes on baby genders? The baby will come out a gender and the vote will have no impact on it whatsoever. And why would someone bid ten buckets of fish against their neighbor just to prove they predicted the gender correctly? It's not like there is a 50/50 chance the baby would be a boy or girl. Like, what were they expecting? A dragon?

(Come to think of it, now it implies the mother was cheating on the father with a dragon... Awkward).

And unfortunately, I was feeling exactly this. (The whole pressure and worry thing, I mean).

I have led our proud people of Berk out of two wars. I integrated dragons and Berkians, whom live in peace and harmony. I invented dragon-riding (well... technically Mom did, but everyone on Berk thought _I_ did, so TAKE _THAT_, MOM!). I am the chief of Berk. I can freaking glide because how well I work with blacksmith and gadgets.

Yet the birth of a baby freaks me out.

But it wasn't just any baby.

It was _my_ baby.

_Our_ baby.

I worried what would happen to Astrid (obviously, I married her). She and I have been through so much, and childbirth could take her away (and the Gods... especially the gods). I don't want to lose the first girl, first Viking, who saw how amazing dragons were, like I did. Astrid was my everything.

And now, so will this baby.

"No offense, Snotlout, but you telling me to calm down has no impact on helping me calm down," I replied.

"Well, can you at least stop pacing? You look like you need to go to the outhouse."

I stopped walking. I just realized my palms were sweating from clenched in fists, and suddenly ached, and my face was equally sweaty. Also my legs were cramping from the pacing. My peg leg, especially (which is a friendly reminder that dragons like to even odds out as well as humans).

I ran a hand through my hair, which got caught on the braids Astrid insisted on making. "Look, I'm not trying to be paranoid, but you wouldn't understand, Snotlout."

The once-bully of my childhood, who was now a foot shorter than me, shrugged. "Hey, I get it, Hic. You're worried about Astrid and the kid." He looked away. "You're...already a better father than most fathers."

I smiled. "Did the Great Snotlout compliment me?" I asked in mock-surprise. Snotlout was always competing with me (although he always one), and to hear him say something like this to me was quite strange.

Snotlout lightly punched my arm. "Don't get used to it. I'm still the best at Thawfest." _Thanks for_ _reminding me_, I thought, sarcastically.

I rolled my eyes. "Whatever you say."

We were soon joined by Ruffnut, Tuffnut, Fishlegs and Eret, son of Eret. The adult Vikings looked exhausted, as though they ran a mile (which is weird, because we don't have a mile on Berk and we use dragons for even short distances). Well, Eret didn't look too out of breath. He wasn't acustomed to dragon-riding as long as the others have (although he had bonded well with my Dad's dragon, Scullcrusher).

"You look awful," Snotlout blurted. _Always the subtle one, he is._

Fishlegs tried to catch his breath. "I... was... just...-" he wheezed,"-at... the...mid-"

"We were at the midwife hut and we heard Astrid swearing more than someone after drinking her yak-nog on Snoggletoff," Ruffnut said, in a fast tone.

Snotlout frowned. "Why would Astrid curse more than usual?" he asked.

_Seriously, is he _that_ clueless?_

"Unless this whole 'childbirth' thing is too hard for Astrid," Tuffnut baffled, causing him and Snotlout to laugh harder.

Ruffnut punched Snotlout and Tuffnut in the shoulder. "You idiots obviously don't know how painful childbirth is." She shuttered. "It's the most painful feeling in the world."

Fishlegs finally caught his breath. "How would you know? You never gave birth before." _A very valid point by the nerdiest Viking on Berk._

"When you have the parts, you feel the pain for your fellow woman," Ruffnut explained.

The guys and I cringed.

"Yea... that's sort of gross," I muttered. Sdudenly a thought occurred to me. "Wait, is she almost done?" I asked.

Ruffnut shrugged. "I don't know. The midwives won't let us in."

I didn't think over my actions before I realized I was running toward the midwife hut. As I got closer, the swears of my wife become louder and louder. There were also other Vikings waiting outside the hut, waiting impatiently.

One guy recognized me and yelled, "Cheif! She's getting close!"

I was soon joined by Stormfly and Toothless. Stormfly was looking paler than usual and she constantly scratched the ground. I could only assume she worried about Astrid and she couldn't be there for her. _I know how you feel, girl._

I patted Stormfly's muzzle first. "She's okay, girl. She's okay." The Deadly Nadder hummed in response and her breathing became steady.

Toothless nuzzled his head under my arm and looked up at me with anticipation, and his pupils went large, indicating sadness. I don't know why, but dragons are very intuitive with human pain. I am glad toothless can read my emotions, although he may not truly understand them, since I couldn't explain to a dragon why I was so nervous.

I continued to soothe the dragons, although it was hard, since Astrid's cursing was evident of pain. If I could be there to help, I would, but men cannot be in the building while a woman is in labor. It's stupid, I know, but it makes sense: I couldn't coach Astrid. I wouldn't have a clue on what to do.

An older woman walked up to me and hugged my shoulder. Mom.

"Your father was nervous, too, you know."

I didn't look at her. "I'm surprised you're not in there with Astrid and her mom." Usually, when there is a birth, the mother of the birthing woman would be there for coaching and support. Sometimes, the father's mother would be there as well. I surprised myself. Valka and Astrid bonded well over the past couple of years, due to them co-leading the Dragon Academy, while I was Chief and doing important Chief-like things.

Valka grinned. "Nah, I had my chance. Besides, the father needs support as well, does he not?"

I smiled. I'm glad Mom was here to support me.

However, I had a nagging thought I had to clear with her. "Was Dad with his father, when I was born?" I asked, my voice cracking. Speaking about my father, StoicK the Vast, was still painful, even years after his... passing. But the fact that he was as scared as I was... it made me feel closer to him than I could ever truly be. I mean, sure he went out of his dragon-killing lifestyle in order to accommodate Berk's new dragon-riding lifestyle, but I feel he wasn't connected as Mom and I are with dragon-riding.

It's good to hear Dad and I have something in common. Keeps him close, y'know.

Valka shook her head. "Your grandfather died in a storm, just a few months before you were born, and he didn't have his mum either." My grandfather. I don't know much about him, only that the only portrait he ever took with my Dad was the one hanging in the Great Hall. If he was anything like my father, I probably wouldn't have bonded well with him.

I already know her answer. "So he really _was_ alone..."

"And when you were born, he didn't care that you were frail or tiny. In his eyes, you were perfect, because you were _our_ baby." Valka smiled. "He was the proudest father on Berk, ready to boast about you. The first time you rolled over, he showed you off to the entire village."

I chuckled. I guess that was pretty funny, although I doubt _I_ would boast about my baby rolling over. I tried to imagine Dad, being his big oafish self, showing me (remember, I was a runty thing) off in pride.

Then again, it would be pretty funny if I did that to the baby.

My thoughts were interrupted by the gasps of the villagers around me. I listened carefully, to make sure I wasn't mistaking anything. Strangely, it was quiet. There were no midwives yelling nor Astrid cursing. Utter silence.

The next second was a blur. I found myself inside the midwife house, with the door slamming behind me, blocking out the protests of the villagers and my mother. There were women scurrying around a bed, where Astrid was bent forward and looking up at me, tears in her eyes. A couple of the midwifes were yelling at me, but I couldn't understand what they were saying.

The first sound I heard was a tiny wail.

A midwife, who was at the end of the bed, looked back to me. She was cuddling something in her beefy arm which I couldn't see because her shoulder was in the way. She smiled.

"Healthy babe, Chief."

I sighed in relief, and walked over to Astrid. The midwife walked over to the other midwives and began to wash off the baby. The wails escalated, filling the room. For a moment, I felt I should check to make sure everything was okay, but I have learned from the past to not interfere with woman who know how to take care of newborns.

Astrid collapsed in the pillow supporting her. I pushed a strand of hair from her wet face to behind her ear. Her face was red and tears were running down her face. She looked extremely exhausted. And she was beautiful.

"You did great, Milady."

Astrid huffed. "I'd punch you if I had the strength."

Good ole Astrid. I could always count on her to punch my shoulder.

The midwife held up a swindled cloth to us. "Wold you like to hold your daughter?"

_Daughter?_

Astrid pointed weakly to me. "Let Hiccup hold her first."

Before I knew it, I was holding the bundle. I looked down, utterly frightened on what to do. Was I supporting the head okay? Was the baby comfy? So many questions were circling my head.

And then I saw her, face to face, for the first time.

She was red, which was expected. And tiny. She looked so fragile, I thought she would break if I tightened my grip. Her eyes weren't open yet, but I expected them to be blue; newborns have blue eyes. I suspected they would either stay blue, like Astrid's, or grow green, as mine did. Her hair... wow... she sprouted a ton of hair for a newborn. I couldn't help but touch her hair gently (Very gently, mind you. She was delicate). It was so soft, like fur.

Looking closely, I realized she resembled Astrid. She had her nose, her rounded face and her smooth chin. The dimples on her cheeks were adorable, again belonging to Astrid. I was sort of glad; now I had two beautiful ladies, who were identical, in my life.

As I watched her precious face, her eyes began to slowly open.

I couldn't help but let my jaw drop. Her eyes, strangely, were as green as mine. This was very uncommon for newborns, but not all newborns are the same, right? I mean, my mother and I were definitely born differently than the other Vikings.

And I realized my daughter and I were seeing each other, eye to eye, for the first time. It was an amazing feeling. She had this... gleam in her eyes, when she stared back at me with my eyes. It was though she was studying me, despite being merely a few minutes old.

Already, I felt this overprotective feeling for her. She was my little girl. She'll need her daddy to protect her, since I'll be the first man she'll ever love. She'll need her daddy when she walks for the first time, and scrapes her knee. And I will be there to catch her if she falls, and I will kiss her sores goodbye and chase her nightmares away. I will teach her how to ride dragons and be there when she finds her own.

Right now, she was a tiny soul who needed us. Parents to take care of her, feed her, wash her, protect her and love her. Astrid and I probably wouldn't know the first thing to do, but we will manage. We will be the best parents we can for our daughter.

She was perfect. I could only say she was perfect. Nothing else mattered. Well, sure, health mattered, but at this moment, right now, nothing else mattered. This... perfect little girl... was the product of Astrid and I. _We_ made her. She belonged to _us_.

She was _our_ baby.

Astrid chuckled. "You okay there, Chief?"

"W-what?"

Astrid laughed a bit louder. "Well, you look like you just saw an angel or something."

The stupid grin on my face wouldn't go away. "I think I did." To emphasize my point, I shift our daughter, so she was resting in her mother's arms, while my arm went around Astrid's shoulders. I watched as mother and daughter saw each other for the first time, green eyes to blue.

"She's beautiful, Hiccup," Astrid breathed.

I felt so proud at the moment. Not just for Astrid, because she did amazing bringing this amazing child into the world, but because for our daughter, who was doing pretty well for her first few minutes of life. She was content, I think. She wasn't balling for food and she seemed happy with human contact. Pretty good for a newborn.

I was a father, I realized...Astrid and I were parents... We have our own daughter.

I ran my hand through her soft, red hair again. "She'll be like you, no doubt," I joked. "Loud, tough, pig-headed..."

Astrid snorted. "Or she'll be a sarcastic, know-it-all like her father." She shuttered. "Ugh. Never mind, I can't handle two Hiccups."

I laughed. "We can call her Hiccup, then."

Astrid's eyes widened. "Oh gods no. The last thing we need are two Haddocks with the same name, causing mayhem on Berk." She watched our daughter yawn. Oh gods, it was adorable. Her fists went tight and she stretched her little arms. The best part? Hearing the air leave her mouth.

"Maybe Ingrid?" Astrid suggested.

I thought for a moment. "Doesn't 'Ingrid' sound close to Astrid?" I realized, nudging her shoulder with my arm.

She rolled her eyes. "Well, Mister Chief, what do you want to call her?"

I shrugged. It just occurred to me Astrid and I did not discuss girl names. Well, the names Rowan and Ingrid turned up, but that was all.

"Why not Kari Rowan?" I suggested. I knew Kari meant "gust of wind", and if our daughter would be anything like us, then it would be a pretty accurate name. Rowan meant "little red", which also fit because her hair was a dark red, like Dad.

"Kari Rowan Haddock?" Astrid tried out. "Yea... Kari."

"Kari... It's perfect," I agreed, watching Kari's eyes slowly close, falling asleep.

"_She's_ perfect," Astrid added, as she held Kari's small fist in her soft hands.

I smiled and looked down at Kari. _Perfection_.

She was perfect, because she was _our_ baby.

**To be continued...**


	2. She Took After Me

_**Oh. My. Gods.**_

_**So I wake up on the morning of July 17 , not seven hours after I posted the story, and I find my inbox FULL! Four reviews, six favorites, three followers and 239 views under 7 hours?**_

_**(I'm going to quote Hiccup) "THIS IS AMAZING!"**_

_**Seriously, guy! This feedback makes me so happy! I literally feel like flying on a dragon (if only...): I'm up in the clouds, happier than anything! Thank you all so much for this, I'm so happy!**_

_**I'll let you guys in on a little secret: I was planning to make more stories about Hiccup and Astrid bonding with Kari, mostly on Hiccup and Kari. I was intentionally leaving this as a one-shot because I didn't know how well it would do, and leave it at that. Well, you guys proved me wrong. It did awesome.**_

_**So, rest be assured, I will continue this into more one-shot chapters.**_

_**Thank you all so much again for the feedback. **__**I love you guys :D**_

_**Bella :)**_

* * *

><p><em>"Fathers, like mothers, are not born. Men grow into fathers and fathering is a very important stage in their development."<em>

David Gottesman

* * *

><p><strong>She Took After Me<strong>

Okay... I'm not freaking out... I'm not freaking out... I am _not_ freaking out!

Fine. I _am_ freaking out.

Why must a baby be attached to an object which serves no purpose? I mean, couldn't a baby be attached to a bottle or a blanket? Those serve very useful purposes. You're hungry? Here, have a bottle of sheep milk. Cold? Look, we've got lots of wool blankets.

No. My daughter was attached to a toy dragon.

And it's missing.

And she's freaking out.

And I'm the only one watching her.

Great.

I searched quickly as the wails of my four-month old daughter echoed throughout the house (and possibly Berk). Every furniture was out of place and literally everywhere, thanks to my frantic searching. It was a huge mess and it was driving my claustrophobic brain crazy. Well... it was good that Astrid wasn't here; she'd throw me into a barrel and have Stormfly drop me in the ocean (and restrain Toothless from trying to find me).

I didn't think trying to find her stuffed dragon would be difficult, since, hey, four-month old baby. They don't do much, except lie on their back, eat, cry and regurgitate other bodily fluids. Kari was no exception, even though she was the Chief's daughter. Why I would think otherwise? Well, I wasn't exactly normal for a baby, according to Dad. Maybe this "baby weirdness" passed down to her? Well, it definitely did not.

Toothless huddled in a corner with his paws over his ears. He kept humming sadly, probably not understanding why Kari was crying. I can relate, I guess. Usually, her toy, which we dubbed "Beanie" (don't ask how), would sit on the little table beside her cradle. Or in her cradle. Or dresser. And Beanie would always make her happy (well, that, and food, but Astrid needed a break from the house for a few hours, and she fed Kari before she left).

"Toothless, you wouldn't have happened to have seen Beanie, would you?" I asked the Night Fury. I knew I was crazy, asking my dragon where my baby daughter's prize possession was. Hey, it doesn't hurt to try, right? And I was running out of options and patience.

The Night Fury tilted his head to the right, looking confused.

"Thanks for the help," I replied, deadpanned.

I heard another wail. Yep, Kari's screams were definitely getting on my nerves.

I know I should ask my mother for help, which she has in the past, to not disturb Astrid from her time away, but I needed to do this. I needed some time with Kari, since I've been busy being chief since her birth. I had to prove that I could take care of a four-month old baby by myself. I needed to prove I could be a dad.

Sighing, I walked up the stairs to her room, where the wails grew louder (along with a headache forming in my head). I pushed the bedroom door open and walked over to the cradle. Kari had grown a little bit bigger since her birth. Her cheeks were rounder and her hair was a slightly lighter red (but still pretty dark) from birth. It was probably an inch long and much thicker. She was wrapped in sheep fur and was pumping her fists uncontrollably in rhythm of her cries.

"Shhh... Kari, don't cry. Daddy's here," I tried to sooth. I picked her up gently and rested her in my arms, her head resting on my right arm. Her wails were calming down, slowly. I decided to bounce my arm lightly and walk a little. Hopefully a little movement would calm her down. It worked quite a lot when she was born, when she was up in the night, screaming.

As I rocked her gently, and succeeded in calming her down, I found myself thinking about her stuffed animal. I didn't really know why she needed it, if she was content with me rocking her. And I don't know why I was freaking out, trying to find the darn thing. I don't know. Maybe it related to my doubts of being a good father, which I have been getting lately.

Not long after Kari was born (maybe two months), we had gotten newcomers to the island (from a neighboring Viking village). Their land was being overrun by forest fires, probably due to the heat their island had been experiencing, and they turned to us for shelter and rescue. And guess who was in charge of the entire operation?

Yep, you guessed it.

So, I had been busy for the past two months trying to shelter twenty more Vikings. Which is difficult, since Berk is a small island. Not only that, I had to organize Vikings to take some of their water-breathing dragons to fix the problem, and had some expeditions planned to scope the islands. You know, the newer ones on my map, to see if the islands would serve as good, stable homes for them. And it had been very stressful.

"_Hic_!"

I looked down at Kari and found something gross. All. Over. Me.

Spit-up.

_That's gonna be hard to wash out,_ I thought, bitterly.

"You remind me of Toothless more and more, you know that?" I asked Kari, fully aware she couldn't possibly answer back. I grabbed a rag from the bedside table and wiped most of it off Kari first, who somehow was not bothered having regurgitated breast milk all over herself (as for myself, I was bothered).

Kari suddenly made a face. Oh no. I knew that face.

She opened her mouth and wailed again.

I tried to rock her again. "Oh, c'mon, sweetheart. I just had you content," I sighed, as she continued to cry. Damnit, where in Thor's name was Beanie?

Walking around seemed like a good idea, and it worked a few minutes ago, so I walked around her room as I rocked her slightly. Her cries were still loud, but they were, again, dimming a little. My headache was beating again. I bet all of Berk heard her now, her cries were so loud.

The door to her bedroom creaked open. I faced it, hoping to Odin it was Astrid back from her night out. However, I found myself facing a rather ugly creature with adorable big eyes. I laughed.

"Of all the times you need me, it's when my daughter needs me," I groaned, playfully. Toothless panted and came bolting towards me. Oh no, he thought I was playing!

I held my free hand out. "No, bud! I can't play right now!" I tried to stop him. Kari wailed louder, which made Toothless stop in his tracks. He lowered his head down, along with his entire body, and his eyes went big.

If Kari wasnt screaming at the top of her lungs at the moment, I would have coaxed Toothless better. "Bud, I'm sorry!" I shouted over her cries. "I need to get her to calm down!"

Toothless lifted his head. He stood up again and gently walked over to the far side of Kari's room, where a little dresser stood. He poked his head through the drawers, beginning to pull out clothes with his mouth. It sort of looked like he was looking for something.

I suddenly realized. "Maybe Beanie's in there," I whispered. Man, it helps to have an intelligent dragon for a best friend. I looked down to Kari in my arms. She was crying still, frisking her arms in the air,

"Daddy's gonna find Beanie for you," I told her. I walked back to her cradle and gently placed her in it. Her protests were obvious, and I tried my best to ignore them, even though they tugged at my heart. I walked over to the dresser and searched through it frantically, like I destroyed downstairs. After not even a minute, I had looked through all of the drawers, with little success, and I was freaking out.

Then, I heard Kari making a noise. A new noise.

I turned back to Kari's cradle, and gasped.

(She stopped crying, thank the Gods)

Toothless had left my side and walked over to Kari's cradle. He slowly nuzzled his head against Kari, and placed his paw gently on the blankets wrapped around her. She had the biggest smile on her face and was laughing at Toothless, who was also doing his own interpretation of laughing. He occasionally licked her face with his incredibly sticky saliva (which is incredibly disgusting, I may add).

Wait. Kari was _laughing_.

My face froze in a grin. My best friend was helping me. My baby daughter was laughing for the first time. At a dragon, I may add. It was beautiful and precious and every little thing pure in this world, despite the strange setting.

I was suddenly reminded what Mom told me. How I got the scar on the lower right side of my chin. I was bonding with Cloudjumper, which made her realize dragons were intelligent. Good, even.

Kari... had this strange connection with dragons as I did at her age.

She took after me.

And... for the past four months, I worried I wouldn't be able to connect with her. There was the physical part of being a Viking I couldn't teacher her (Astrid would have better luck in that department). However, there was the possibility she'd enjoy riding dragons (you know, like most of the Vikings on Berk), simply because she's being raised as such. She probably wouldn't have the same connection I have with dragons.

No. I was wrong. Kari had _the_ gift. _My_ gift.

My little girl, who was barely four months old, took after me.

I couldn't believe it.

I laughed, which caused the (apparently) present tears on my face to trickle down my cheeks to my slight beard. This moment was... almost as amazing as the moment Kari and I saw each other for the first time. It was beautiful. Amazing.

I walked over to Toothless and patted his head. "Thanks, bud." Toothless purred again, causing Kari to laugh hysterically again. I gently picked up Kari from her cradle again.

"You're like me, aren't you, kiddo?" I asked, smiling. Come to think of it, I quite enjoyed talking to her, even though she couldn't respond.

Kari merely smiled back, with her toothless grin, her green eyes locked to mine. Once again, I felt so proud of this little joy in my life. This... amazing little life.

I lifted one of my fingers to her fist. She saw my finger and slowly grasped it in her grip.

"Whoa, you've got quite the grip there," I cooed. I know it wasn't actually strong, but it was pretty tight. "You'll be strong like Mommy, won't you?"

Kari smiled again, which literally broke my heart. In the good way.

"Kari..." I somehow felt I needed to make a speech or something. "I'm not the best Viking. In fact, for the longest time, I was considered the worst Viking in the history of all of Berk." I chuckled. "I thought that myself, too. I thought I needed to kill dragons in order to fit in with everyone. Because I didn't like being different. I didn't like the way other Vikings thought I was this weak, helpless little guy, or the way everyone judged me. The worst part, I believed my own father thought I was as well."

It was hard to admit this about my dad, even to a baby. "But then I realized my differences made me... special. Made me unique. Sure, my own mother is a dragon fanatic, but even then... I'm not her. And I'm not Dad, either. Mom told me I have the heart of a chief and the soul of a dragon. And I believe her to this day."

Kari had begun to suckle on her thumb, her eyes wide in alert.

I continued,"But you, Kari Rowan Haddock, have this... gift, like I do, and my own mother does. You are different than other Viking babies. You have this amazing personality already. I can tell you are intuitive to your surroundings, and you're only four months old." I smoothed out her red hair gently. "I was always afraid of not ending up like my father. He was selfless, brave, compassionate..." Kari tightened her hold on my finger. A response, perhaps? "And... I don't know. Maybe I won't be like him as a dad. I'm still questioning myself. But I'm so glad you're like me, in this sense, that a dragon fascinates you at this age. It makes my job easier, a little."

She made a cooing sound and smiled. My heart melted. It was just too adorable.

"Just... promise me one thing." Kari cooed again. "I would love it if we were close. You know, when you're older and can understand me. I promise to protect you, to make sure you're safe. And I want to be the first boy... the first man... you can trust." I sighed. A tear was escaping my eye. "I know it sounds stupid to worry about you, but you'll always be my little girl, and I don't want you getting hurt by any boys." I chuckled. "If you're anything like your mom, you can take care of yourself quite easily."

Kari shook her little arms and laughed.

"Yea... you're definitely like your mom, aren't you, kiddo?" I chuckled. Smiling again, I did something I haven't done to my daughter in a long time: I brought her close to me and I kissed her cheek.

Wait... why does it taste slimy?

I brought her back down and saw the thick saliva. "Oh... That's gross, Toothless." I rubbed the saliva off Kari gently, then myself next. To my relief, she didn't cry. She did begin to fall asleep.

Slowly, I walked over to the chair beside the cradle and sat while she fell asleep. I didn't say anything else. I, and Kari, were content with sitting and rocking slowly. Minutes or hours passed, but I didn't care. I was happy just watching my daughter fall asleep. She was quiet, and didn't make a sound at all. Well, _that_ was a lie. She began to snore lightly when she was completely asleep (which was my cue to put her into bed). Gently, I shifted her in my arms and laid her in the cradle.

For a few minutes, I simply watched Kari sleep. The way her chest rose when she breathed, it was a miracle. I never paid attention to breathing until now, knowing each breath was a gift for a baby. And to a parent, knowing their child was breathing perfectly.

The beauty of the moment was disturbed, however, by a fiery storm.

"What in Thor's name-? Hiccup!"

_Oh sweet baby Odin._ Astrid was home and it was a mess downstairs. "Uhh... up here," I addressed, before I gulped. I might as well pick out my own barrel before I get tossed.

I heard footsteps come running up and the door opening. Astrid was at the bedroom door, looking worried, and out of breath. Wait, why was she back so early? It was dark out, yes, but she said she'd be back after the banquet was done, and the banquets sometimes lasted for hours.

I smiled nervously. "Hello, Milady."

Astrid's mouth dropped. "She's... not crying."

"I know, can you believe it?" I chuckled. Maybe I wasn't in trouble. "I thought her Beanie was the only thing that would help, but I couldn't find it so-"

Astrid laughed. "Oh, I'm sorry, babe." She held up a green toy that resembled a Night Fury in her hand. Beanie. "I remembered I left it at Mom's house. I had a training session and Mom had her for this afternoon."

I found my jaw dropped as well. "I searched for that thing for hours."

"Well, that explains the mess downstairs," Astrid chuckled. She suddenly looked guilty. "Oh... Hiccup, I am so sorry," she apologized, walking over to sit on my lap and hugged me.

I smiled, "Don't be. I think not having Beanie here was the best thing for Kari."

Astrid gave me a confused look. "She didn't cry for you?" she asked.

"Well, she did. A little," I admitted. Astrid began to braid my hair. "I put her back down after rocking her because I thought Beainie was in her dresser, and I turned back and Toothless was nuzzling her and she was laughing," I explained.

Astrid paused from her braiding. "She was laughing?" she repeated. The smile on her face grew.

"I know, it was hilarious. She was straight laughing at Toothless," I explained. Astrid and I laughed together.

I remembered something..."Astrid, Mom told me when I was a baby, the night she was taken away, I was bonding with Cloudjumper." I don't know why I never told Astrid this before. Maybe it never came up in conversations. "She's like me."

Astrid looked back at the cradle to Kari sleeping. She got off my lap and hovered beside Kari's cradle. I stood up beside her. She ran her hand through Kari's red hair softly, while she slept peacefully. I loved watching Astrid interact with Kari. Made me wonder if Mom had the chance to interact with me as a baby.

She looked up at me from Kari's cradle. "So you have nothing to worry about now," she joke. She then smiled devilishly. "I tell ya, it's something about those Haddock eyes you can't resist, especially dragons."

"Haddock eyes?" I repeated. "What exactly does that mean?" I teased. Toothless poked his head up from his lap and watched me curiously.

"You know," Astrid slid back to me, placing her hands on my shoulders, "the look where you pretend you're innocent, but you're trying to prey others into guilt-trip."

Oh... now I saw where she was going. "You mean... this?" I asked. I tried to make myself look innocent, but I ended up making my eyes bug out. I extended my bottom lip out a little more.

Astrid laughed. "Well, not exactly, but it'll work." She grabbed the collar of my shirt and pulled me down for a kiss. My gods, she was crafty.

"You think you've got this dad business down?" she asked, when we pulled apart.

I shrugged. "Not really." I chuckled. "I can picture what dad would say." I pumped my chest. "Son, if yer daughter is anything like you, she'll be a hassle."

Astrid flopped her arms. "No kidding, Dad. You could have told me that _months_ ago." Her voice went scratchy at her terrible Hiccup impersonation.

"Seriously, I _don't_ sound like that!" I insisted, but my laughing was getting in the way. I was very sure I didn't have a speech impediment. Who talks like this, anyway?

Astrid was about to burst into laughter, but she covered her mouth before she could. "Maybe we should... take this to our room," she suggested. She gestured over to Kari's crib, who was surprisingly sleeping, despite her noisy parents. She shifted in her sleep, a little.

I nodded in agreement. "Excellent idea, Milady," I whispered. Quietly, we scooted past Kari's cradle and stepped out of the room, Toothless following us. Before I closed the door, I looked back at Kari sleeping. Her hands relaxed in small fists and she breathed a little heavy. Her little chest rose up and down steadily.

Truly a precious sight.

I slowly walked back in to beside her cradle again and bent down to kiss her cheek. Yep, she still had Toothless' saliva on her cheek. I wiped my mouth slightly. Standing up again, I ran my hand through her hair gently. I don't know why, but I found this gesture calming. And helped me feel closer to her.

"Sweet dreams, Kari. Mommy and Daddy love you."

I walked back to Astrid and slowly shut the door behind us. We both walked into our room (which was beside Kari's) and both went into bed, exhausted. Toothless laid at the end of our bed, like he always did. It must have been close to midnight, because we didn't say much or do much else. Then again, we did have a four-month old daughter and we haven't really done much since she was born. But we did cuddle, and we were both content with just that.

As I laid beside Astrid, arms wrapped around her (of course, she pulled my arms over her first), I began to think of Kari more. The whole speech thing I said to her... I truly believed she understood me. There was a gleam in her eyes again when I spoke to her, like some part of her little mind was comprehending what I was saying. Hey, I could be completely wrong and she was just listening to my voice (which is not scratchy), but I saw her focused eyes on me.

And she bonded with Toothless.

I mean, it's crazy, right? She was just laughing at a dragon, no big deal! But I've never seen a baby laugh at a dragon before. Most babies were scared of dragons, merely because they were big and different to them (well... maybe not Terrible Terrors). She really had this unspoken communication like I did as a baby. As I do now.

One thing for sure... Kari and I will have this connection for the rest of our lives. This special connection through dragons that bonds us. I hope I can teach her in the future, about dragons. If she will be anything like me as a kid... I might have some problems. I didn't have a very long attention span. Hopefully, dragons will keep her interested, like I became. And I think that's pretty amazing.

My little girl... was like me.

**To be continued...**


	3. Her Dad

_**Whoa... this is the most reviews, favorites and follows I have ever gotten for just two chapters. This is... awesome!**_

_**(I'm going to keep the Author's notes short, from now on)**_

_**As you've probably seen, I have changed the title to "A Father's Love". I apologize beforehand if it was trouble trying to search for it.**_

_**I was going to have this chapter (or one-shot) up earlier this week, but as I wrote it, the plot differed and things kept on changing. I'll explain more about it in the next update.**_

_**Thank you all for the great feedback. You guys are awesome! :)**_

_**I do not own HTTYD. It belongs to Dreamworks and Cressida Crowell.**_

* * *

><p><em>"Any man can be a Father, but it takes someone special to be a dad."<em>

Anne Geddes.

* * *

><p><strong>Her Dad<strong>

One of the problems of being Chief was the dang meetings.

Like seriously? What was up with them?

Can't anyone go through a problem without having to consult me beforehand? Because it would make my life (significantly) easier.

Well, it was already easier that I have a Council of Berk's finest men and women who help me make decisions. The only problem was... Snotlout and Tuffnut. They are not the brightest men on Berk, but part of the Council. It evened out: Astrid, Ruffnut, Eret, Fishlegs and Gobber were part of the Council as well.

At the present meeting, Astrid, Gobber and Ruffnut couldn't make it. Astrid was working at the Dragon Academy with Mom (training new riders) while Ruffnut had some bug or something and Gobber was at the blacksmith, filling orders.

Meaning Kari was probably left with Astrid at the Academy.

A grin crossed my face as I thought of Kari. She was a year and a half, and she was brilliant. I really couldn't explain it any other way. She wasn't walking yet, but she had this great vocabulary (she can say up to three words per sentence), and get this: she can draw! I'm not kidding; once, I accidentally left my sketching material lying around for a minute and I come back and Kari was drawing lines all over and holding the pencil perfectly between her thumb and index finger _in her left hand_.

How many children, barely two years old, can do this?

Well... I can only think of one at the moment, and she was my daughter...

I was proud of her, no doubt. And I no longer had doubts of being a father to her.

Walking out of the Great Hall (I had the meeting adjourned early), I quickened my pace through the island. Vikings greeted me and said hello (being neighborly and all), and asked me questions about everything. Most of those questions were about dragon saddles and accessories. Luckily, I was heading down to meet up with Gobber at the blacksmith area to put in said orders.

"Good to see ya, Chief!" Gobber called from the blacksmith. Grump snored loudly from inside. I came in quickly, removing my flight suit and grabbing a pair of gloves and an apron (I'm wearing clothes underneath, don't fret).

"We missed you at the meeting, Gobber. Tuffnut almost made it ten minutes without hitting Snotlout," I revealed, sarcastically. Snotlout and Tuffnut were constantly fighting at meetings, but that's another story.

Gobber chuckled. "That's a new record," he cheered. Suddenly, his hammer (attached to his left arm) went aflame. "Fer cryin' aloud, Grump! You almost killed me!" he groaned. The lazy Hotburple only yawned in response.

"Dang flabbit old lazy lizard!" the blacksmith grumbled in response. He waddled over to his tool compartment and picked out another hammer. "So, Hiccup, how's life outside Chief-work?" he asked.

I shrugged, as I mended a Zippleback saddle. "Pretty good, I guess. Kari no longer screams in the night and Astrid and I've gotten more sleep." Ah, sleep. I didn't realize how much I loved it until Kari woke us up in the night.

"And more lovin', I assume?" Gobber teased.

I made a disgusted face. "Why should I tell you? That's stuff between two married Vikings."

"I'm just sayin'. Makes time for more -"

"Okay, quit it!" I interrupted him, laughing. Seriously, this was him most of the time, getting me to reveal personal things between Astrid and I. Why he does it, I have no idea.

Anyway, I had work to do. So I simply ignored his stupid speech about how life was beautiful and precious. Yea, I get it. I know where babies come from. I have a kid, you know. Trying to mend a dragon saddle was hard when one guy was yapping in your ear. And don't get me started when you're trying to heat up a metal gear and said yapping guy is still chatting about the "_birds and the bees_".

After I finished the saddle, I began working on the orders, which dealt with metal. And let me tell you, when you're working near the heat for a few hours, you tend to get sweaty. The only problem was... it's not exactly recommended to go shirtless while working near fire. When Gobber turned his back, I took off my shirt and tied the apron on my bare chest. Hopefully he didn't (and won't) notice.

"Whoa! Now _that's_ a great view!"

I looked up and saw Astrid coming toward the shop, holding Kari in her arms and Stormfly walking beside her. Kari was wearing her red hair in a tiny braid (her hair was pretty long) and she wore a little fur vest (like my old one), with a red shirt and little fur boots. Her green eyes sparkled in the sunlight.

Shrugging, I said, "Still not sure what to do with all..._this_?" I asked, gesturing to all of myself and flexing my arms. I don't do it much, but I liked showing myself off to Astrid.

Astrid laughed. "Well, _I'm_ not complaining." She grinned. "But I know exactly what to do with you." She grabbed the hem of my apron from the counter and drew me into a kiss.

"Daddy!" Kari screeched between us. Her saying '_Daddy_' reminded me when she said her first word (it was Daddy, obviously), when she was eleven months old.

"Hey, kiddo!" I laughed, pulling away from Astrid. Kari reached her little arms to me, a big smile on her face.

I smiled. "Sorry, Daddy's a little sweaty." I quickly turned away and grabbed my shirt and threw it over my head, my flight suit in hand. As I was fixing myself through my shirt, I walked myself out of the blacksmith shop (yes, and leaving Gobber) to properly greet my family.

"Sorry about that, Milady," I apologized to Astrid, sheepishly.

"It's alright, you can make up for it later," Astrid grinned slyly. Man, I couldn't resist this woman. I grabbed her and leaned in to kiss her again.

Suddenly, Stormfly came running over and knocked the three of us down. Astrid ended up on top of me while Kari fell on her bottom. Stormfly began to claw at the ground near Astrid and growled. What the heck was wrong with her?

Kari clapped her hands and laughed. Obviously the fall had no effect on her. "Stormy!" she giggled.

I groaned. "We need to put a leash on Stormfly," I insisted. Although slightly perplexed that Stormfly was suddenly protective of Astrid.

She merely laughed and helped me stand up. "C'mon, she's just a little excited! She's been cooped up at the Academy for the past three hours," Astrid said.

"And I've been cooped up at a Council meeting for just as long," I added. "Poor Toothless needs to go flying, as much as I do."

"So we need a leash on you too, Chief?" She joked, punching my arm (which had my flight suit in it). She happened to punch the button to my suit- again- and caused the wings to detatch from the suit.

Kari pointed at me and giggled. "Pop! Pop!"

"Gentle, Astrid!" I reminded her. I swear, she punches me on purpose to get a reaction out of me. _If the springs wear out, I swear-_

"Oh, sorry big baby!" Astrid teased. "Did I break your flying suit-sie cakes?"

As I fixed the suit, I mock-laughed. "Very funny."

Kari laughed. "Mommy funny."

I looked at my daughter, confused. "When are you ever on Mommy's side?" I asked, a smile on my face. Joking with Kari was fun, since she always smiled back.

Astrid huffed. "When she spends most of her day on my hip or riding Stormfly," she countered. "If she spent some time with Daddy, she may side with you in an argument." After that comment, I could tell Astrid was joking.

"Give me a few hours away from Chief work and I'd gladly take our daughter for some one-on-one time," I insisted, teasingly. Then I went serious. "I want to spend time with Kari, I really do. It's just been hectic lately."

Astrid nodded in understanding, while Kari crawled over to Stormfly. "And it doesn't help when half two of your members are blubbering idiots."

"One of those blubbering idiots is my cousin," I pointed out. "And he..." I tried to think of something to make Snotlout seem important in the Council. "Well, he..." I was freezing up. Astrid folded her arms as to say '_I told you so_'. Kari had grabbed on Stomfly's leg and the Naddar began to nibble at her playfully.

I sighed. "I honestly have nothing." Kari was pulling on Stormfly's nose and laughing hysterically. Stormfly didn't complain at all; she merely nuzzled with her.

"Hiccup, I have double-time at the Academy. Can you watch Kari for a few hours?" Astrid asked. Stormfly had picked up Kari by her vest and held her at Astrid's height.

Hold on. Did she say... "Right now? As in _today_ for a few hours?" I clarified.

"Yes, you oaf!" she emphasized.

"Oaf! Oaf!" Kari repeated, hanging from Stormfly's mouth.

I sighed. "Look, Astrid. As much as I love spending time with Kari, I have to go to Itchy Armpit." I grinned, hopefully. "I was kind of wondering if you'd run some Chief errands while I go there and Mom could take over at the Academy." I didn't have to go to Itchy Armpit. I just wanted some time away as Chief. I wanted some freedom.

Astrid rolled her eyes. "You know that '_spending time with your daughter_' time you _just_ complained about?" She unhook Kari from Stormfly's teeth. "Well, why don't you take Kari to Itchy Armpit?" she offered, holding up Kari to my face.

Wait. Take Kari on _Toothless_? Is she _nuts_?

"You know, Toothless hasn't had much practice with a baby riding him," I reminded her, taking Kari. It wasn't that Toothless and I hadn't tried... it was because I didn't want Kari getting hurt. She was too little.

"Then this is a great opportunity to introduce her to dragon riding," Astrid pointed out, stroking Stormfly's muzzle affectionately. Stormfly purred.

"She's only-OW!-a year and a half!" I justified. Kari had pulled on one of the braids in my hair and yanked. Really. Hard.

Seriously, is Astrid crazy for thinking such an idea (along with continuously making braids in my hair)?

Astrid laughed, "And you have experience riding Toothless, so you know how to fly him. Besides, just put her in a basket on your back and fly slow. She'll love it."

"Toofy!" Kari giggled in excitement, pulling my braid again. Really, she was _not_ helping. With the whole '_helping Mommy prove her point_' and '_look, Daddy has braids so that means we can pull on them_'.

Astrid grinned, "Look, you go to Itchy Armpit with Kari, and I'll take care of the Council stuff and Valka can train at the Academy." She kissed my cheek. "It'll be fun."

I groaned. I literally would feed myself to the Red Death if she wanted me to. "Fine. I'll let her come with me." But this didn't mean I agreed with her. Kari could get hurt easily.

Astrid smiled widely. She turned to face Kari. "Did you hear that, Kar? You're going with Daddy and Toothless!"

Kari squealed. "Daddy! Toofy!"

I groaned. "Well, I guess that settles it." Why did I let Astrid use the '_daughter_' card on me? Was it because Kari has me wrapped around her finger? Or that I would even fight Drago again for my daughter? Be as it may, I still didn't agree with taking Kari for flying.

Astrid grinned. "Thank you so much, babe!" she kissed my cheek again. Then she kissed Kari. "You be a good girl for Daddy, okay?"

Kari grinned and hugged my neck. "Okay!"

"You know, I still question your parenting methods," I told Astrid, deadpanned. The stubborn viking merely shrugged and jumped on Stormfly's back.

"Be back before sunset, Mr. Chief," Astrid ordered. "Gobber's making dinner tonight."

I laughed, "Because my fair Lady cannot cook a decent meal without it burning the house down?"

Astrid huffed in annoyance. "Don't you have an island to visit?"

Groaning playfully, I climbed up to Stormfly, kissing Astrid's cheek. "Love you." Before she could respond, I jumped down from the Deadly Naddar and began to run toward our house, Kari in my arms. Since it was a while away from the blacksmith hut (and on a hill), I started to get winded quickly. It doesn't help when you have a peg leg and carrying a baby.

Kari could hardly contain herself as we got closer to the house. She loved Toothless so much and they would always play together when the got the chance. Only thing... she was getting hard to hold as she squirmed to play with one of her best friends.

I opened the door. "Toothless, I'm home, bud!" I shouted. Placing Kari on the floor, I added, "And we're going to take Kari for a ride."

Toothless came bolting down the stairs. He immediately leaped at me and knocked me down. He then nuzzled his head against my side. He learned a long time ago not to lick me while I wore, or carried, my flight suit.

"Yea, I missed you, too, bud," I cooed with him. Looking back, I saw Kari playing with a sack of flour. "Oh, Tooth-less," I sung, "Kari missed you too."

Toothless tilted his head at me. He watched where my head turned and saw Kari as well. He shook uncontrollably and leaped over me, licking Kari's face playfully.

"Toofy!" she laughed, while covered in dragon saliva.

"Toothless, you realize that does _not_ wash out," I reminded the dragon. He simply purred and nuzzled Kari again. On the other hand, Kari licked his nose, to which Toothless purred again. It was pretty cute, I guess.

Now, all I had to worry about was making a basket for Kari to ride in. But how was I going to do that? I have no idea how to make baskets, and we didn't have any made for Kari. Usually, Astrid and I carried Kari, since she outgrew the one she had at six months old (but then she outgrew it, little bugger).

I walked over to the table, while Kari sat on Toothless' head and scratched behind his fins. Taking a seat, I sat myself down and took out some papers and my pencil. I had to come up with a good basket, so it wouldn't fall off if Toothless decided to spin (and not listen to me). I wanted to get the design done quickly, so we could go flying longer. But it was hard to think with Toothless growling playfully and Kari screaming in delight (along with the bloody beast bouncing all over the house and knocking over the furniture).

It took a while, but I finally found out a solution to have Kari fly safely on Toothless. I easily added a few hooks to my flight suit, Toothless' saddle and a waist basket I found, which easily fit Kari. The basket hooked to my back (from its front) and at the bottom to Toothless' saddle. And for good measures, I added a red symbol to the side: the one of Toothless that matched his fin and my suit.

Astrid _did_ have a point. I needed some time with Kari. Personal time. Sure, I was her father and all, but was I being a good dad? Astrid and I shared time taking care of her, but have I been actually spending time with her? Hopefully, flying with Kari will strengthen our relationship.

Huh. Maybe Astrid's parenting techniques _weren't_ as far-fetched as I thought.

After I finished, and it took about two hours, I showed off my work to Toothless, who seemed impressed. Now, there was one more thing I had to add: a mask for Kari. I had one because the wind could be hard on my face, and I imagined it would hurt her. It was simple to make, just a piece of wood with eyes cut out.

"Hold still, Kari Rowan!" I ordered Kari. I was trying to fit the mask over her face but she was not listening to me at all. She kept squirming in her basket outside the house, strapped to Toothless' saddle.

Kari giggled. "Tickle Daddy!"

Toothless roared with laughter.

"Will you _stop_ that!?" I whispered to Toothless, extremely annoyed. He licked my face in response. Great. Night Fury saliva.

It was Kari's turn to laugh, which gave me the opportunity to put the mask on her face. Suddenly, she began to scream. But it was more of a scared-kind of scream, which was unusual for her at this age. She never screamed unless she was hurt or scared.

Oops. Maybe it _was_ the mask.

I held up mine. "Look, Kari. Daddy's got one, too." Placing it on my face, I smiled (which she couldn't see). "See? No scary."

Kari's eyes squinted and she laughed slightly. "No scary," she repeated.

I nodded. "Good." Patting Toothless, I jumped on the saddle and strapped Kari's basket to my back. "Okay, bud. We're going to take this nice and slow."

Toothless groaned sadly.

"I know, I know, bud. But we have to go slow for Kari," I muffled behind my mask. Toothless' ears perked at the mention of Kari.

I patted Toothless' head again. "Ready to go, bud?" I asked. Toothless roared happily and began to flap his wings. The wind from his wings already sent my blood rushing; I loved the adrenaline of flying. Toothless began to lift off the ground, but I patted him once again. "Easy, bud. Remember, we have a young traveler," I reminded my best friend. Kari had grabbed on my shoulders and mumbled "Daddy" a few times.

"It's okay, Kari. We won't go fast," I assured her. I placed my left hand to her right on my shoulder and held it in reassurance. _I'm not going to let go_, I promised.

Toothless growled again and began to fly towards the sky. Kari began to squeal at first, since she wasn't used to flying. I shifted the gears on Toothless' tail and we were leveled out, as we flew over Berk. As the Night Fury soared, Berk disappeared behind us.

We were airborne.

Man, this was probably the best feeling in the world. The wind in my face, no worries at all. The sky was pretty clear, with the exception of clouds above us and the few wild Changewings flying around. I could live like this for the rest of my life. And I knew that as a fifteen year old boy. I knew I was born to fly.

_Now time to spice things up a bit_. "Hold on tight!" I shouted.

Toothless roared and began to fly faster over the clear blue ocean, with Thunderdrums flying nearby. The wind was blowing in my face and I was glad Kari and I were wearing masks. Toothless flew straight up, heading towards the sun and away from the ocean. He flew higher so we were literally underneath the clouds. I shifted the gear so Toothless could glide.

Kari squealed happily behind me. "Cloud!" she yelled happily. I turned my head to see her on my back, and she was lifting her hand and dragging it in the clouds. I smiled. She was enjoying this as much as I do.

"You having fun, kiddo?" I asked.

"Fun!" Kari agreed. She had the biggest smile on her face. Well... I think she did. And who could blame her? She wasn't crying or anything. And she was my kid, after all. I then realized Kari wasn't just like me because of our connections with dragons... she enjoyed flying. No, she loved flying. She was like me. Again.

I grinned. "Wanna see Daddy do a trick?" I asked.

Kari nodded.

I hooked Kari to the saddle. "Toothless, go easy," I warned. He sighed in response, but didn't argue. Rolling my shoulders, I slid myself off the saddle and fell. A gust of wind pulled me up and I pulled the wings out, and soon was gliding beside Kari and Toothless.

"How's this for a trick?" I asked, smiling under my mask.

Kari's green eyes squinted, so I guessed she was smiling. "Funny, Daddy!" she squealed.

Toothless groaned in annoyance. _Get back on the saddle_, he seemed to hiss. He never liked having me not fly him, maybe because I almost died a few times from falling off his saddle. Then again, he can't fly without me.

Knowing it was best to listen to Toothless, I glided myself closer to him. He dropped in hight slightly, so I was hovering over him. I slowly dropped myself to the saddle and hooked Kari's basket back on me.

Kari giggled again.

We flew for the next few minutes (which felt like nothing) until Toothless and I spotted a familiar island of trees and slopes. Thinking fast, I switched the gears again so Toothless could land softy. Once Toothless landed, I jumped off his saddle and hoisted Kari out of her basket.

"Welcome to Itchy Armpit!" I introduced to her, placing her down on the ground beside me.

The land was beautiful, like it was the first time Toothless and I found it. The leaves were turning red, due to winter's close approach. There were a few dragons flying over us, but they weren't threatening. I still hoped there were chances of another Night Fury out there, so Toothless wasn't alone.

Kari giggled and laid on her back, her arms and legs spread out on the grass. Because it was so adorable, I laid beside her. She pointed to the sky at a Timberjack a hundred feet above us.

"Twimer-Jack!" she cooed.

"Good job, kiddo!" I congratulated. She truly was smart for her age. Yea, she couldn't pronounce the name well, but she still was brilliant. I don't care how many times I said it: I'm so proud of her.

Toothless curled up beside us and began to clean himself. Kari looked up and smiled at him. The Night Fury smiled a toothless grin back and pawed at her. Kari giggled and crawled over to him and hugged his neck.

I sat up and smiled. "I swear, she could be your kid," I joked to Toothless.

Toothless playfully licked Kari's cheek in response. The way he treated her, being gentle and playful, he was kind of like an uncle/dad to her. In a weird sort of way. Maybe he thought Kari was a dragon hatchling who needed constant supervision. I know I need it sometimes.

Looking back up at the sky, I laid my head against Toothless' shoulder. Here, with my daughter and my best friend, enjoying peace and quiet for once. It was though my worries have gone and left.

"Daddy!" she called out.

I shot my head forward. Kari had crawled a few meters away from Toothless and I to play with a flower. The way she was positioning herself, she looked like she was trying to stand up or something. She was... trying to walk. Gods, she was trying to walk. My Gods... she was trying to _walk_!

I stood up slightly and held out my hands to her. "Come to Daddy," I encouraged her. I couldn't believe she was attempting to crawl. And at Itchy Armpit. Toothless lifted his head and watched Kari in anticipation.

Kari slowly stood herself up and held her hands out. She looked up at me and smiled. Slowly, but surely, she lifted her left foot and took a step. My Gods... she took her first step. I tried to contain my feelings; I wasn't going to cry. I _wasn't_ going to cry.

Then, she took another step, but she wasn't as confident with it as her first one. She wobbled a little with her second step.

"Keep going, baby. You've got this," I encouraged. Kari nodded and took two more steps. She wobbled a little again, but she kept her balance. I knew she was determined to walk by herself; Astrid has the same determination.

If only Astrid was here to see this...

Kari squeezed her fists and took a faster pace towards me. She held out her arms and literally fell into my outstretched arms.

"Yes! Kari, you walked! You walked!" I cheered. I stood up and held her up to me. My Gods, my baby girl took her first steps! And it was amazing!

Kari giggled and hugged my neck.

"Oh, Kari, you're getting to be a big girl, aren't you?" I told her. Kari giggled again.

"Big girl!" she agreed.

The realization hit me in the chest. She _was_ growing up. She now could walk and ride dragons. I looked down at her. But she was still a baby. A smart, determined little girl who was perfect and... growing up in front of me. Wait, she couldn't grow up quickly. She's my baby girl!

I knew she wasn't going to stay a baby for long, but this seemed too fast, even for me. How was I going to cope with her as an older kid? Will she be like me and not want to stay bounded to Berk? And could I allow her to grow up and explore the world as I did (and still do)? What if she outgrows me as well?

Only time will tell, I guess.

But for now, Kari was my little girl, and nothing else mattered at this moment. Not Berk, not dragons, not even Chief duties. While I had Kari with me, she was my whole world. She was my everything.

And I was proud and happy being her father. _Her_ Dad.

**To be continued...**


	4. New Arrivals

**_So here is another chapter! And I'm so sorry I haven't updated in forever: I wanted to make this update really good :)_**

**_Also, I am on vacation (I'm in a beautiful hotel with my family), but hopefully I'll have another chapter up by next week._**

**_Thank you all again for the amazing support and feedback :)_**

* * *

><p><em>"Every child begins the world again."<em>

Henry David Thoreau

* * *

><p><strong>New Arrivals<strong>

_(Shortly after "Her Dad")_

One of the things I like most about Itchy Armpit was the seclusion.

It was many, many, many miles away from Berk, and the perfect place to hide from social duties as Chief. And also makes a great place to freely discuss anything, since there are no other human ears listening for said many miles.

I will admit, I've visited this island a few times since I became Chief. But I only do so once in a few months. And then I can only separate myself from any sort of duties for an hour or so. Yea, I'm not really suppose to, but it helps me cope with the busy life of being a Chief, son, husband and father.

Hey, I'm not saying I don't like my roles. I just appreciate my time away from Berk.

Toothless pawed at me. _Play!_ he demanded.

"Sorry, bud. Kari's a little tired," I told him. She had fallen asleep in my arms and was suckling her thumb, a habit she picked up at seven months old. It was adorable, I just hoped it wouldn't become a bad habit. According to my dad, I sucked my thumb until I was seven, and my teeth strangely went crooked.

"Daddy?" Kari yawned, rubbing her eyes sleepily.

"I'm here, baby girl." I grinned and lightly patted her back. "That walking tuckered you out, didn't it?"

Kari nodded. I'm still amazed she can comprehend what I'm saying. Or maybe she was just purely nodding. I don't know, but I like the first possibility. Makes her smarter, I guess (by they way, she already was brilliant).

And I'm still proud of her that she walked by herself! For the past few months, I was brining to worry because she was talking and writing (I'm still blown away by that) and yet no walking. Well, Kari just proved she is the most brilliant child on Berk, so UP YOURS, ERET!

"Maybe we should go back and tell Mommy, eh?" I offered. It was about time we did, anyway. I couldn't run away from my Chief duties, or leave Astrid in the dust of things. And honestly... I wanted some alone time with her, too.

It's hard, being married with a kid and a village to care for.

The toddler was about to nod, when a noise distracted us. Looking up to the source of the noise, Toothless and I saw a branch dangling from a piece of bark. The branch...well...looked incredibly big. And that thin bark

I quickly got up, Kari in my arms. "C'mon, bud!" I told Toothless, pulling his harness. If only he wasn't three five hundred pounds. Luckily, he immediately followed my pull and we ran away from the tree. The second we moved, the branch broke and crashed where we sat. The shock of the sudden branch kept me from thinking clearly. Or even speaking clearly.

All I could mutter was "Ha-haa-haaaa...uh...".

Yea, I know: very Chief-like. Hey, anyone would react the same way if they were inched a yaw from being crushed to death by a freaking huge branch!

Toothless inched closer to the branch and began to sniff curiously. He looked back at me, which made his eyes bigger than normal, and walked closer to the branch. Something must have caught his smell, and interest, because his body began to shake uncontrollably.

"What is it, bud?" I asked, Kari cradled close to my chest.

The Night Fury went closer to the branch. He sniffed the branch with quick intakes. Suddenly, his ears perked. He looked back at me and smiled his toothless grin and jumped around playfully. Kari thought Toothless was playing so she began to squeal happily.

"Toothless, what's gotten into you?" I asked, as Toothless shoved me toward the branch with his head. Obviously, he wanted to show me something. Rolling my eyes, I quickly checked the branch, placing Kari down beside me. But there wasn't really anything on it. I mean, no blood or any reason Toothless could go crazy over it.

Unless there was dragon nip on it.

I sniffed it again. Nope, not dragon nip. It doesn't have that tangy smell to it. Toothless would have acted crazier than this over dragon nip, so I can cross _that_ off the list.

"Daddy!" Kari squealed.

I looked beside me and noticed Kari wasn't at my side anymore. Great, can't that girl sit quietly for a minute without wandering off with her short attention span? I mean, where did she get it from? If she's like this as a teenager, I am royally screwed.

Wait, her voice came from behind me...

Looking behind me, I saw Kari pointing at the tree above us. Toothless was sitting beside her and looking up in the same direction as her finger, his pupils big with curiosity. Not having much of a choice, I joined them and followed their direction of attention.

I gasped.

Sitting near where the branch had broken... was a Night Fury. A real, actual, living Night Fury. A Night Fury which looked just like Toothless, except it was much tinier. I mean, it was completely black and had the big green eyes with the adorable black pupils that filled most it's face.

Wait... it was a _baby_ Night Fury!

No wonder Toothless was going crazy. He wasn't used to seeing other Night Furies. We thought he was the last of his kind. Ever since I got Toothless, I've been searching for another Night Fury, to no avail. Even Mom believed Toothless was the last one. Yet now there is an actual _Night Fury_ looking down at us.

I waved at it. "Hello, little guy."

The baby Night Fury tilted their head to the side, with its cute eyes. Could this baby have intelligence? I mean, I knew Night Furies were intelligent through Toothless, but could baby Night Furies have intelligence as well?

Kari clapped her hands excitedly. "Toofy!" she squealed as she stood up and held on my peg leg for support.

I patted her head. "It's a baby Night Fury, kiddo." I looked back up and gestured the baby dragon down to us. "It's okay, little guy. I'm not going to hurt you."

Toothless purred, as to agree with me.

The baby dragon gulped a little, but it opened its little wings and floated down to us from the tree. It landed a few meters away from us and sat on the ground. I noticed its actual height: it probably was as big as Kari and was barely as tall as my knees. And its face was chubbier than Toothess', probably because it was a baby, along with smaller wings. I figured it was a bit smaller than a full-grown Terrible Terror.

_But how did it get in the tree?_

I held out my hand and walked closer to the dragon. The baby's eyes widened and backed away from me. Sensing it's timidness, I bend down in a crouch and shifted myself closer to it, my hand out gently. The baby dragon sneered its teeth at me, defensively.

Sighing, I looked over to Toothless. "Wanna give it a shot, bud?" I asked. The Night Fury nodded and walked over to the baby. He started sniffing it, but the baby jumped away from him and gave him a not-so-threatening growl. Toothless tried to lick the baby, but all he got in response was a tiny nip from it. Hmmm. Maybe baby Night Furies are more aggressive than adults.

Kari giggled and began to walked toward the baby dragon.

"Kari! Wait!" I whispered, desperately. Did she really have to go all '_yea, dragons_!' on this hatchling? Because it's not helping. I have no idea how this hatchling's going to react to a baby Viking. How was I going to explain to Astrid our daughter was attacked or killed by a baby Night Fury?

But something strange happened.

The toddler held out her hand like I did, to the baby dragon. The little Night Fury turned its head towards Kari and began to slowly walk over to her outstretched hand. It sniffed her hand quickly and barred its teeth at her.

"Okay...no...hurt," Kari said slowly.

The baby dragon closed its eyes gently and pressed its head against her palm.

Wait... did Kari just-

The baby dragon immediately leaped on Kari, pushing her down. It then proceeded to lick her face with its tongue. Kari giggled uncontrollably as the baby dragon covered her face with its disgusting Night Fury saliva.

"Stop! Stop!" Kari squealed between her giggles. I was trying hard myself not to laugh. The baby dragon immediately ceased its licking and sat down on her stomach. Kari giggled, which was hard for her since a baby Night Fury was sitting on her.

Toothless came around and sat beside me.

She found her dragon, he purred.

Yes, Toothless was right: Kari found her dragon, and she was using the same methods (well, almost) as I did with Toothless. My baby daughter befriended a baby dragon. And it was a Night Fury!

Man, this little girl was more like me than I thought.

I walked over to Kari and her new friend and patted the baby dragon's head. It immediately purred under my hand, now sensing I was not a threat. Kari smiled at me and reached her hands to me. The little dragon saw her arms go up and it leaped off her and ran over to Toothless.

"Kari, you have a Night Fury!" I exclaimed. "You're _just_ like Daddy now!"

Kari clapped her hands. "Furry!" she agreed.

I laughed and hugged her. "Man, you know now we're going to have some interesting races, you know that?" I told her, jokingly. It was true, though: Night Furies are the fastest dragons we know. Kari can experience riding a Night Fury, her own Night Fury. And she can grow up with him, or her, which could make them even closer. I guess it was lucky for us to get a baby Night Fury.

Hold on... why would there be a baby by itself?

I looked over to Toothless. The older Night Fury groaned as the hatchling chewed on his left ear playfully. Toothless almost looked like the Bewilderbeast when the baby Scuttleclaws flew around him, since he could not control them. Man, now that there was a baby Night Fury, how was Toothless going to cope? It wasn't like he could control the hatchling.

"Bud, we need to search for a bit. There must have other Night Furies here," I explained. Well, I was hopeful. No one should live alone, and I wanted my best friend to experience Night Furies in his life.

Toothless nodded and nudged the hatchling. I grabbed Kari's mask and placed it on her face again (she fought for a moment, but grudgingly let me put it on). Placing her back in the basket, I mounted Toothless. I picked the baby up and placed it between me and Toothless' saddle.

"Let's go, bud!" I told him.

Toothless roared, took off and we were hovering over Itchy Armpit.

As Toothless circled around the surrounding area, I kept my eye on any clue of other Night Furies in the surrounding area. We first searched the trees, then the lower grounds, but we couldn't find anything. We saw other dragons around, but none were the species we were trying to find.

We must had been searching for hours because the sun was beginning to set. Looking at the sky, I signed. This will have to wait. Kari and the baby dragon had fallen asleep and were snoring lightly. Even I found myself dozing off. And not only that, I had told Astrid I would only be an hour or so. It definitely had been longer than that.

_But there are more out there, I'm sure._ "Toothless, c'mon, we gotta go back to Berk," I told him, patting his neck. Toothless groaned sadly. I know, he wanted to find other Night Furies. "We'll come back, I promise."

The Night Fury nodded sadly and turned himself around and we flew back to Berk without another word. And I will say: it was the quietest flight we've ever had. Sad because we couldn't fin any other Night Furies, but it was a happy ride. We found a Night Fury, for crying out loud!

Hopefully no one noticed we were gone long...

* * *

><p>"Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, you have been gone for <em>hours<em>!"

Toothless landed at our home, where Astrid and Stormfly were waiting. Astrid looked furious, but I could see a hint of humor in her eyes. I was lucky. If she was extremely furious, I would have found myself at the bottom of the ocean by now. I knew she won't stay upset long once she found out what Kari did.

"Sorry, Milady. The rascals fell asleep," I admitted, sheepishly. Getting off of Toothless, I showed Astrid the dragon in my arms. The baby Night Fury huddled into my chest, so Astrid couldn't see its face.

Astrid walked closer to me and gave me a confused look. "A baby dragon?" she asked, stating the obvious.

The baby dragon turned its head over and yawned. It looked up at Astrid tiredly and stretched its little legs. I admit, it was pretty cute.

Astrid couldn't help but coo. "Aww, Hiccup. It's adorable!" she squealed. She then gasped. "Hiccup, it's a _Night Fury_!" she realized. I tried to hold back a sarcastic remark. I mean, did she really have to state the obvious? Then again, she has never seen a baby Night Fury until now, and I reacted the same way.

Slowly, she patted the dragon's head, to which it purred softly. "Say, is it a boy or a girl?" she wondered.

That was a good question. "I honestly could not tell you," I admitted. I smiled again. "Kari was the first one it trusted."

"And the Great Dragon Master couldn't," Astrid chuckled.

"Hey!" I objected. Astrid continued to laugh with me. Yes, I couldn't get a baby dragon to trust me. _Are you happy now, Astrid_? One little dragon resisted my luck, and it had to be the only baby Night Fury we could find.

Astrid took the baby dragon from my arms and held it out. "Well, I'm sure Toothless is happy with it." To prove her point, Toothless sniffed the baby dragon and smiled a toothless grin. He licked the hatchling's head for good measures.

"Yea, he was acting all giddy." I chuckled, remembering Toothless jumping around. Then I remembered something else. "I... we couldn't find it's mother. Or any other Night Fury."

Astrid looked up at me. Her face softened. "Oh, babe..." She knew my disappointment. I had to tell her countless times of the Night Fury sightings people saw but were proven wrong. And she had to deal with my disappointment, which wasn't fair to her.

I shrugged. "It's okay. We'll find more." I patted Toothless' head. "Right, bud?" I asked my best friend. Toothless purred in agreement.

"Daddy?" Kari yawned. I smiled and walked over to the saddle and lifted her out of the basket.

Astrid chuckled. "I see you had fun with her," she noted.

"Yea, she was a perfect little angel, weren't you?" I cooed. Kari giggled and held her arms out to Astrid. I love how Kari interacts with Astrid; I swear Kari will end up like her as a teenager.

As Astrid took Kari (and placed the baby dragon down near Toothless), I noticed something different about her. The way her arms didn't exactly leave her waist. Almost as though she was... guarding something. Protective, almost.

I shrugged. Maybe I was just imagining things and over-thinking. I was tired; flying Toothless and staying up in the atmosphere is exhausting. The constraint air in my face, despite the mask, hurts slightly and causes drowsiness.

Speaking of over-thinking, I remembered something. "Guess what our daughter did at Itchy Armpit?" I asked.

Astrid grinned, while Stormfly sniffed the baby Night Fury and Toothless smiled proudly. Was he already acting like a father? Only time will tell.

"I don't know... did she fly on Toothless by herself?" Astrid asked.

I laughed. "Well, a little-"

"_Hiccup_!"

"Wha-_Ow_!" Astrid had punched me in the shoulder. Abuse much.

Astrid laughed. "I'm kidding. What did she do?"

I smiled again. "She walked!"

Astrid smiled widely at Kari. "Is that true, baby girl? Did you walk by yourself?"

"Yep!" Kari agreed.

"Can Mommy see?" she asked.

"No!" Kari grinned.

"Please can Mommy see?"

"Nope."

Astrid rolled her eyes. "She is totally Daddy's girl, without a doubt."

Kari grinned and pointed to the baby dragon, who was biting on Stormfly's wing and Toothless was making a laughing noise. "Dwagon!" she cooed. Astrid shrugged and placed Kari down on the ground. The baby dragon immediately released its grasp on Stormfly and proceeded to lick Kari's face.

While Kari played with the dragons, Astrid took me aside. "Hiccup... Since we're talking about babies...I have some news."

I smiled. "News?" I repeated. "Wouldn't I know it already?" One of the perks of being Chief... I always know what's going on. Whether there be newcomers, someone was sick, dying, or having a baby.

I paused. _We were talking about the baby Night Fury_. Astrid was smiling sheepishly. "Wait... are you...?" I began.

Astrid's smile grew. "I checked with the healer's this morning... and I'm a couple of months long."

Whoa... _another_ baby?

Laughing happily, I grabbed Astrid and spun her. "This is amazing! Another baby!" I cheered. "Kari will have a brother or sister, and our family's gonna be bigger!" I realized.

"Wait..." I thought it over. "Kari will only be over two years old... and she's still a bit of work." She was still a baby, constantly needing both Astrid and I. Not to mention she was energetic and had a short attention span. How would we cope with a toddler and a newborn? Now that she can walk, who knows what kind of trouble she can get into? Well, probably more now that she can walk and has this hatchling to play with.

And can Kari understand that our attention will be on another child as well?

Astrid played with the braid in my hair. "Hiccup... do you think... we're taking this too fast?" she asked. "If you're not ready for another-"

"No," I interrupted, holding her at arm's length by the shoulders. I wasn't going to let Astrid talk about... _that_. "Sure, the timing wasn't the best, but it'll easier, now that we know what we're doing," I told her, sincere.

Astrid smiled again. "I hope you're right."

I smiled as well. "Good, now can we tell Kari the news?"

"She won't understand," Astrid insisted.

I laughed, "Astrid, do you not know Kari? She's _brilliant_! She can comprehend more things most adults couldn't."

Astrid nodded. "Well, if you insist."

Smiling again like an idiot, I grabbed Kari and held her up. "Did you hear Mommy, Kar? You're going to be a big sister!"

Kari tilted her head in confusion.

"Another baby, Kari!"

Kari smiled a little. "Baby?" she asked. She promptly pointed to the baby Night Fury.

"No, kiddo. A baby _human_," I explained.

Kari nodded in understanding, then she turned her head around in confusion. "Baby?" she called out. "Baby?"

Maybe she thought the baby was actually here. I tried not to laugh of the adorable-ness.

Astrid laughed. "Baby's in Mommy's tummy," she told Kari, patting her own stomach.

I think Kari understood (to a certain agree) because she looked at Astrid's torso. Her head tilted to the side again, just as the baby dragon did when we first saw it. Or when it first saw us. She did look a little confused, but I knew she'll understand.

"Baby!" Kari cheered, reaching over to Astrid.

I couldn't help but laugh again. Here was Kari, our baby, practically, now becoming a sister. An older sister.

Now, I've never had an older sister, or brother. Well, Dagur the Dreadful, who acted like a bullying older brother, doesn't count. Not really. So I don't know how it feels to share a parent's love, time, or attention. With me, I had to share my father with the rest of Berk. Even then, most of his time focusing on the safety of the village. Myself... I have Astrid, Mom, the village, Kari, Toothless, the dragons and now two new members of the family (well... one pending) to worry about.

And I'm glad Mom and Astrid will be there.

I don't know how Kari will react to this new change in her life. The baby dragon and baby human. Two new lives we now have to care for. I only hope Kari can quickly understand that our attention will go from her to the new babies. One thing I cannot handle is sibling rivalry, purely due to my lack of knowledge of the subject.

But Kari is smart. She'll catch on soon that the baby dragon will need training, since we can't have it blow up the island. And we don't even know how Night Fury hatchlings behave. But we'll catch on. For the whole sibling thing, that remains uncertain. Maybe I'm just overreacting and Kari will enjoy a baby brother or sister.

Astrid and I will be able to handle two children. I know we can. If we can handle Kari, another baby will be easy.

Well... not including the Deadly Naddar, two Night Furies and two Terrible Terrors we own now.

_This_ outa be interesting...

**To be continued...**


	5. Terrible Twos

**_Holy crap, guys! Your support is awesome!_**

**_I would like to mention everyone single person who favorited, followed and reviewed "A Father's Love", but there are so many of you! I counted like... fifty individual guests and URLs._**

**_(I'm sorry, I lied. I didn't count XD)_**

**_How about a virtual hug for all of you? Because I love you all :)_**

**_Also, I'm going to start taking requests, if you want to offer any ideas :) You can either PM me or leave a review. :)_**

**_P.S I do not own HTTYD. I think I might have forgotten to add that in chapter 4, so I'm including it here with this chapter's disclaimer._**

**_P.P.S I had an extremely hard time coming up with a good name for Kari's Night Fury. Hope you guys can figure out the reason behind the name ;)_**

* * *

><p><em>"A toddler believes that if you love a person, you stay with that person 100 percent of the time."<em>

Lawrence Balter

* * *

><p><strong>Terrible Twos<strong>

Man, the Gods hate my life.

I run an entire village of Hairy Hooligans (mind you, they are both hairy and hooligans), half-time train dragon riders and father two children. Yes, you heard me correctly: I, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III am the... proud and _patient_... father of two children.

Whose patience is running low. Very. _Very_. _Low_.

It doesn't help when you have a teething six month old baby with a two-year (and seven months) old toddler both screaming at the top of their lungs. And both parents are with them, running low on patience. And four dragons groaned in annoyance in the background. Not to mention the dragons always try to steal our food.

Yea... _not_ fun at all.

"Hiccup, did you get the teething remedy?" Astrid asked over the baby's crying. I had just walked in the door with the errands I just picked up. Toothless came running in and nuzzled Shadow, Kari's Night Fury, whom Toothless had adopted as his daughter.

How she got her name... well, that's a _different_ story.

Lets just saw Kari and Shadow were... inseparable. You couldn't find one of them without the other. It was like they attach at the hip or something. They slept, ate, and played together. _Literally_. Well, most of the time it was Shadow following Kari's lead and Kari commanding Shadow. Neither minded, though.

I handed Astrid a small cup. "Siv says to rub it on his gums and it should numb them for a couple of hours." Siv Anderson was the local healer and herb-brewer, who married Snotlout and both had a son named Snifflout. Yea, Snotlout's not very creative when it comes to baby-naming.

Astrid took the cup willingly. "Thank you so much," she thanked, giving me a kiss.

Kari stood at the table holding Beanie in her hand. "Mommy! Hungie!" she yelled. She threw her plate across the dining area, and Sharpshot and Sneaky were beginning to eat the condiments. Sharpshot was growling at Sneaky for the potatoes, and Shadow was licking sauce off Kari's hands.

_I'm guessing Kari didn't like Astrid's cooking tonight._

It's normal. No one ever does.

Well, except the dragons, but I honestly think they don't care about the taste.

Astrid groaned in annoyance. "Kari, that's all I could make. Now, please eat your potatoes and drink your yak milk." _A little late, isn't it, Astrid?_ I joked, eyeing the plate Sharpshot was eating.

Kari shook her head, "No!"

I tried hard _not_ to laugh. "I think Kari's protesting, Astrid." I pretended to gag. "You're cooking skills are as bad as Mom's." Kari giggled slightly.

Astrid gave me a deadly glare. "Not. Helping." She was trying to rub the herb on the baby's gums, but all it did was make him cry louder.

_So, she's _not_ in a joking mood._ Taking off my vest and hanging it on a chair, I walked over to Kari. "Honey, please don't yell at Mommy," I tried to tell her over the baby's screaming.

If you were wondering, the baby was Haldor Stoick Haddock, our firstborn son. And, much like his older sister, he was very impatient. Unlike his sister, he had brown hair and blue eyes. In addition, he was a big baby. And I mean **big** baby. Bigger than Kari was at his age, at least.

When Haldor was born, the midwives said he'll be a beefy Viking. Gothi even agreed and said Haldor will grow up strong like Stoick the Vast. Something about Hal's bone structure, or something like that. Hmm. Perhaps it was fitting to name Hal after my father. I just hope Hal's got some of my brains in him. Only because I don't know if I could handle another Stoick. Mentally and emotionally.

Kari rolled her eyes at my negotiations. _Man, she _really_ likes to pick up my bad habits, doesn't she?_ And she just happen to have inherited my eyes, which was worse.

"No po...tae...toes," the toddler said.

Aside from the cute way she tried to sound out '_potatoes_', I was a little shocked. "You love this, don't you, kiddo?" I tried to reason. The only reason we had potatoes as much as we did was because of her. The healers said she was entering a "picky" stage.

"No!" Kari groaned. She folded her arms and huffed. Shadow glanced up at Kari and tried to make a huffing noise and look stern like Kari.

Now I know why they're called "_Terrible Twos_".

"Hiccup, can you please deal with her?" Astrid asked, wearily. She handed me a plateful of more potatoes and some fish. Haldor continued to cry, with his abnormally large fists shaking in the air.

After she had Haldor, Astrid's been looking... older. I think it's from taking care of two children. Well, three babies, if you want to count a teething and energetic Night Fury who never left a toddler's side. I guess three babies can drain the energy out of anyone. Even _Astrid_.

I handed Kari the new plate of food, which Sharpshot was still eating her old one. Astrid walked up the stairs (I didn't see, but I could hear Hal's cries quieting and Astrid's footprints on the stairs) while I took a seat beside Kari at the table. Shadow stood right beside Kari, both standing on the same stool.

"Please, will you eat your food?" I asked nicely.

"No!" Kari hollered.

I sighed. _Breath calmly_. "Kari Rowan Haddock," I said in a stern voice, "This is all we have. Unless you want to go to bed hungry, I suggest you eat what you have in front of you."

Man, I hated using my strict voice with her. It reminded me of how Dad used to talk to me, like someone skimmed on the meat in his sandwich: with a disappointed tone. I promised myself I wouldn't treat any of my children like that. However, such things run in the family, I guess. And I hated it.

Kari looked down at the food in front of her. Slowly, she sat down in her chair properly. Shadow mimicked her. Glancing back at me, she took a hold of her fork and jabbed it in her potatoes. As she ate her potatoes, she continued to glare at me.

Well, at least she was eating, despite inheriting Astrid's glaring eyes, which sent chills down your spine. And pierce through your heart and soul. Those glares are deadly, I tell ya.

The door from upstairs opened, making a loud screeching noise. "Hiccup! I need your help with the baby!" Astrid shouted from the bedroom. Her holler was followed by Haldor's cry.

I groaned slightly. "Kari, stay here," I told her, although she didn't look up at me. Her attention was at the plate of food she picked at._ Yep, she's mad at me._

Facing Shadow, I ordered: "Stay with Kari." Shadow tilted her head, causing her tongue to flop out between her gums. She let out a little growl between her gums and panted.

Toothless immediately stood up the moment I did. He smiled, showing off his gums and shook his tail happily.

I patted his head. "No, bud. I need you to watch the kids," I whispered to him, looking past him. Kari was attending to her plate while Shadow watched her with a hawk's eye.

The older Night Fury groaned sadly, but he nodded.

"Thanks, bud." I scratched behind his ear.

"I'm coming, Astrid!" I called up, as I ran up the stairs as fast as I could. Again, it is difficult to run with a peg leg (if only there was a device or contraption I could come up with that could lift up a person without having to strain muscles in amputees). Getting to the top of the stairs, I found Astrid in our bedroom, with Haldor on the bed. He was still crying and Astrid was frantically looking for something. She turned around and saw me, looking relieved and frantic at the same time.

"I'm about to lose my patience, Hiccup," she grunted.

I walked into the room and went to pick up Haldor. "Did the herb not work?" I asked, Hal protesting in my arms. Siv said the numbing should have kicked in immediately.

Astrid searched through our dresser. "Yea, it worked, but then I checked if he needed changing, and guess what I found? A rash!"

"A _rash_?" I asked, dumbly.

"Yes!" Astrid insisted, "And Mom made me a remedy a few weeks ago, but I have no idea where I put it!" she explained, exasperated. For some reason, seeing her stressed reminded me of when I, too, was frantically searching for something to sooth a baby. Oh right, it was with Kari over a _freaking toy_!

_At least this cream serves a purpose, as to sooth his-_

"And I checked everywhere!" Astrid added. She sighed and rubbed her eyes. "Hiccup, I thought it would be easier with a second baby, seeing we already had Kari, but this is too much for me to handle."

I walked over to her and held her arm gently. She looked behind and faced me.

"Astrid, we can do this," I told her. "We stopped a freaking war between dragons and Drago, didn't we?"

"_You_ stopped those wars," Astrid said, annoyed.

"And you _helped_," I added, quickly. "If we can unite dragons and Vikings, surely we can raise Vikings and dragons. We can get through this together, because we're Vikings."

Astrid nodded. "I guess you're right. _Once_ in a while."

"_Once_ in a while?" I repeated, smiling. "You mean I'm usually _wrong_, too?"

Astrid tried to fight a smile, but it failed. "Well, when you're _not_ being a dork."

Haldor let out a high-pitch cry. _Damnit, and I thought we were having a moment_. I sighed and looked down at the squealing baby. "This guy's getting impatient."_ Yep. Definitely a miniature Stoick,_ I mused.

"Well, he's going to have to wait," Astrid said. Her tone sounded like she was surrendering. _Oh, please don't do this, Astrid. Please don't give up._

I tried to think of possible areas where the remedy would be. Damnit, there were thousands of places, and some were less likely than the others. "Did you check the cabinet?" I asked, as I rocked Hal a little. He liked being rocked to sleep, so hopefully this would distract him from the pain.

Astrid stopped for a moment. "The one in the hallway?" she asked.

"Yea, you know the one with the blankets? It could have gotten lost when were cleaning last week for our guests from the Meanhead clan," I figured. When you get, at the last moment, a chief from a neighboring island was living at your house, you tend to throw things anywhere to look clean.

It was a start, at least.

For a moment, I thought Astrid astound to rebuff my suggestion. I mean, it was crazy, but it was the first thing I could think of. However, a look of realization crossed her face.

"My Gods, Hiccup! You're a genius!" she screamed. She ran out of the bedroom to search for the remedy.

I laughed. "What? No kiss?" I teased. Haldor cried softer than before, but it was still a painful cry on his part.

Astrid screeched happily from the hallway. I heard some thumps, indicating she was running. Suddenly, she pulled me into a hug and kissed me vigorously. Well, it wasn't too aggressive, but it had more passion behind it than most kisses lately.

"Man, I love being married to you," she breathed.

"Because I'm so handsome?" I asked.

"Well, I mean that you have something of a brain in your skull which is useful sometimes," Astrid joked. "But the handsome part... well I thank Baldr everyday for that."

I rolled my eyes. "Whatever you say, Milady."

Astrid smacked my shoulder playfully. "How about I get this little guy set for bed and we can spend some time with Kari," she offered.

I nodded. "Yea, I feel bad we haven't spend much time with her," I admitted. With the Academy, the entire village and the baby to take of, Astrid and I have been occupied and exhausted, and haven't been with Kari as much. If we just had a couple of times a week with just her, maybe it'll help us cope with our daily errands.

_Wait, that gives me an idea._ "Maybe some nights we can have Mom watch Haldor while you, Kari and I did something together?" I offered.

Astrid thought over my proposal. "It _does_ give me an excuse to fly Stormfly... why don't we fly our dragons?" she suggested.

"Well, we'll have Kari riding in the basket and Shadow's wings are big enough to fly with Toothless and Stormfly," I reasoned.

"And maybe we can teach Kari to ride Shadow?" Astrid suggested.

_No, no, no! Bad idea!_ I immediately thought.

"Maybe not yet." I cringed. "You know how many times I almost broke a limb when I was learning to fly with Toothless?"

Astrid laughed. "You mean when you were your dorky, clumsy self?" she teased. "Because I'm sure she's got my grace."

"Yea, along with your knack for standing up on your dragon," I countered. "With your gymnastic moves and my adrenaline, we're going to deal with one _crazy_ little girl."

On that realization, Astrid and I cringed. I wasn't sure what Astrid was thinking, but it was probably around the same line as I was: Kari breaking limbs. Yea, I thought that, too, but I also imagined Kari as a reckless teenager, literally flying off Shadow's back, her green eyes gleaming with adventure and curiosity. I shook my head. It was hard imagining my little grown up, even if it was just my imagination.

"Maybe it would be best if we held out on teaching Kari how to ride Shadow," Astrid suggested. "Until she is, at least, six."

"Good idea," I agreed quickly.

Astrid took Haldor from my arms and carried him to his cradle. Sensing Astrid was about to change his undergarments, I exited myself out of the room. I walked down the stairs as quietly as I could, but the stairs squeaked underneath my peg leg.

Getting to the bottom of the stairs, I first noticed how quiet it was. I mean, there were no snarls coming from dragon not any from a peculiar toddler with red hair. Toothless sat at the bottom of the stairs, his ears tucked down. I slowly walked by him and walked to the dining room (which was right beside the stairs), where Sharpshot and Sneaky were still eating Kari's first dish.

The only problem was.. he was the only one at the table.

"Okay, Kari. That's enough playing," I played along. Obviously, Kari was playing hide and seek with Shadow. That was their favourite game to play, since both were small and could hide in tight places. "You win, kiddo. You're the winner of hide and seek!"

I didn't get any response.

Quickly, I searched throughout the entire lower level of the house. Every small place, from the kitchen cupboards to the unlit fireplace, was searched. My nerves built up as I searched the house. Gods, I was freaking out like crazy. I think my hands were beginning to sweat more than my pits.

Great, there was no sign of Kari or Shadow in the house. It would have help if she left a damned shoe or something behind, but _no_. She _had_ to pick up "neat-freak" traits. Honestly, what toddler keeps her room cleaner than her own parents? My hair began to tense up. Well, it wasn't that I wanted her to lose her things, but couldn't she have left a trail so we could find her? Or a note with a scribble or a drawing? She's good at drawing accurate pictures, and that would have been great.

I couldn't even find Beanie, and that's saying something.

I looked down at Toothless, who was still sleeping. "Bud, where's Kari and Shadow?" I asked, my voice breaking. I could feel sweat running down my neck.

Toothless tilted up his head. _How am I suppose to know? _he growled in a grumpy tone.

"I told you to watch them!" I shouted. "My Gods, do you ever listen to me?"

_I _did_ watch them_, Toothless insisted.

"No, you didn't!" I accused, "If you were, you would have not let them leave!"

_Well, I watched them walk out the doo_r, Toothless purred sarcastically.

I rolled my eyes and groaned in annoyance, for the second time that day. "Thanks for the help," I deadpanned. There was no point in giving Toothless trouble. _I_ was the stupid one in leaving her in the care of a dragon. Well, technically four dragons.

Toothless stood up and nudged his head under my hand. _I'm sorry_, he purred. His eyes went big and he tried to avoid my stare. I knew what he was doing; he was trying to make me forgive him. He always looked all innocent when he felt shameful. Well, he tried to, at least. Most of the time he was successful, merely because I could not resist his adorable eyes.

"It's okay, bud. It was my fault," I told him. Smiling, I patted his head with my left hand, to which he purred against.

However, even a best friend couldn't help you feel better.

_I'm such an idiot!_ I thought to myself. The realization hit me: Kari was gone! I left her alone for a minute and she takes off! I pulled my hair in anger. Tears were forming in my eyes. I don't cry much, but this moment made me want to curse the Gods for giving me this fate. I mean, what kind of Chief loses a kid and cries about it?

My Dad would have never allowed this to happen! _He_ would have had his eyes on me all the time! If he was here now, he would have watched Kari the entire time. In fact, he would lead the entire village to find Kari! Then, he would have looked down at me with his disappointed glare, the one I'd seen for fifteen years of my life. Those years which I could never get back now, because I couldn't listen to my father.

Which my daughter was picking up on.

Yelling in frustration, I kicked the wall beside the stairs.

_Oops_. Bad idea.

The wall immediately broke from the force of my foot. Well, not my foot, exactly. More like the metal attached to my amputated leg, which now supported a foot-like support. The worst part? It was _stuck_ in the damn hole. And now I'm standing near the stairs with tears running down my face and stuck in a hole.

Yea, not one of my finest moment.

I heard the stairs creak. "Hiccup, what's the matter?" Astrid asked from the top of the stairs. From the tone of her voice, she sounded concerned. _Oh, Odin help me._

Grunting, I forced my foot out of the hole and wiped my face. Looking up the stairs, I tried to mask my true worry. "Everything's fine, Astrid." Even I could tell it was a lie the moment it left my mouth. My voice had went higher than usual which always gave away to Astrid that I was lying.

The blonde viking didn't look convinced. She walked down the rest of the stairs and stopped right in front of me. Folding her arms over her chest, she asked, "Where's our daughter, then?"

_Wow, I wish Thor would strike me dead at this moment_. "Well...uh..." I delayed, scratching the back of my head nervously. "You see... I sort of..." Every time if tried to say something, I faced Astrid's deadly glare. _The same glare our daughter inherited._

I sighed. There was no point in lying to Astrid. "They ran away."

**To be continued...**


	6. Lost and Found

**_Man, I left a bad cliffhanger there, didn't I? XD_**

**_Do not fret, I have "Part 2" here! :D And it's a long one XD_**

**_I'm open for requests/ideas, if you'd like to submit them :)_**

**_I do not own HTTYD. It belongs to Cassandra Crowell and Dreamworks._**

* * *

><p><em>"For there is nothing lost, that may be found, if sought."<em>

Edmund Spenser.

* * *

><p><strong>Lost and Found<strong>

_Right after "Terrible Twos"..._

If I had the choice to either face the Red Death together and lose more limbs, or hear Astrid's response to the news that our daughter ran away with her dragon...

I would definitely chose the Red Death.

"WHAT!?"

I held out my hands in defense. "It's okay, it's okay! We'll find her."

Astrid's face reddened with anger and I could have sworn her eyes burst in flames. "You want me to remain calm while Kari is out there alone?!"

"Technically, she has Shadow with her-" I tried to point out.

Astrid immediately jumped off the stairs, shoving past me aggressively, and ran out the front door. "Kari! Kari, come on in!" she called out. I heard her move around the house, yelling "Kari Rowan, come inside!". However, there was no answer.

_Damnit_. I followed Astrid outside, which was beginning to get dark. Toothless had followed me outside. The sky was black with the sun setting in the west. Villagers had begun to send in their dragons into their pens and children were coming in for dinner. A few sheep roamed the grounds, almost relieved that the dragons were going to bed.

No sign of Kari nor a baby Night Fury.

I heard something. I turned my head. It was coming from Stormfly's house, which was just a few steps away from our house. I followed the sound, which I figured was a whimper, to inside the house. Toothless, as always, followed close beside me.

I pressed open the door to find a rare sight.

Astrid was crying.

Stormfly nuzzled her head in Astrid's arms, humming to the beat of Astrid's tears. What I was looking at was more than just a viking with her dragon. This was Astrid. Strong, fearless, aggressive and bold Astrid, who was the best fighter in our generation. Nothing could stop her fire, or ever light it out. Her passion was a constant flame, and that was one of the reasons I fell in love with her.

Seeing her now... well, I was frightened. And most of the time, I feared her punches. However, her broken spirit was worse than her blows. Emotionally, I mean.

Slowly, I walked over to her and placed a hand on her shoulder. She flinched slightly, but didn't pull away from my touch. Feeling it was safe to do so, I slid my arm around her shoulder and squeezed her closer to me.

"Dont blame yourself. We'll find her," I told her.

She sniffed. "I know... I just feel like it's my fault."

"Astrid, if it's anyone's fault, it's mine." I squeezed her shoulder. "Besides, Mom will help us, and so will the others." Others, I meant Fishlegs, the twins, Eret, Snolout and Gobber.

Astrid wiped her face. "Okay, okay." Then, she punched me in the shoulder.

"_Hey_! What was _that_ for?" I asked, rubbing my shoulder.

"Dont you _dare_ tell anyone about this," she warned. I think she was referring to her crying. I get it: she hates showing weakness, and she's always been like that.

She took Stormfly out of the barn and mounted her. I followed her out. "I'm going to check the lower levels. She couldn't have gotten far."

"Alright. I'll head over to Mom's." I was about to mount Toothless when I remembered. "Wait, what about the baby?" He was just put to bed and I couldn't just leave him. There was no way in Hel I was leaving him alone with two Terrible Terrors: I learned my lesson.

"Bring him with you!" Astrid shouted, as Stromfly began to flap his wings.

I sighed. "Fine, but don't yell at me if-"

"_C'mon_, Hiccup!"

I immediately ran inside and up the stairs as fast as I could. Going into Hal's room, I scooped him out of his cradle and gently placed him into his basket. Praying to the Gods that he didn't wake up, I whisked the basket on my back. I secured his basket on and walked back down the stairs (I didn't want to risk waking him up). Sneaky and Sharpshot were still at the table and were eating Kari's remaining food.

"Stay!" I ordered them. They looked up at me and growled simultaneously. I only figured they understood.

I closed the door behind me and I gently got on Toothless' back. Hal cooed in his sleep as I switched my leg to hook to the side pedal. Patting Toothless' neck, he purred lightly and flapped his wings. He hovered slightly above the buildings, as he looked down at the ground.

"To Mom's, Toothless," I whispered. The Night Fury nodded and headed for the Dragon Academy.

Mom had decided to set up her house by the Dragon Academy so she could be close to her job, and set up private lessons, if anyone desired them. I believed it was a great idea: she could still be her feral, diligent, dragon-lady self and live within our society.

Toothless spotted Cloudjumper in his pen and growled happily. He dived down slightly and lowered down himself to the Stormcutter. I hopped off, changing my leg, and walked up to the door. At the front porch, I gave the door a good loud knock. Toothless playfully pawed at Cloudjumper, who sighed in annoyance, but played with him nevertheless.

Less than ten seconds later, Mom opened the door. The moment she saw me, her expression went from happiness to quick confusion.

"Hiccup?" Mom asked.

"Have you seen Kari?" I asked, desperately. I wanted to get to the point so I wasn't wasting any time. "She ran away with Shadow, and we can't find her!"

Mom's eyes widened. "She ran away?" she repeated in disbelief. "Why?"

I gulped. "I don't know. I left her alone with Shadow for a second and when I get back, she's gone."

Mom nodded, in understanding. "I'm sorry, Hiccup. I haven't seen her." I felt a punch in my chest, a worse feeling than Astrid's punch. Mom walked past me and called Cloudjumper to her. "We will help you find them, Hiccup."

I sighed in relief. The more of us looking for Kari, the better chance we have in finding her. "Thanks, Mom." I took Hal's basket off me and handed the sleeping baby to her. "Mind taking the rascal with you?" I asked.

Mom merely accepted Hal and threw the basket on her back. "Whoa, he's getting big, isn't he?" she joked.

I nodded, and hopped back on Toothless' saddle. Cloudjumper helped Mom and Hal to his back using his hooked wing to pick her up. Valka mounted Cloudjumper and they both headed back to the village. I quickly followed behind.

"I'm going to wake up Gobber and the others," I told Mom, once Toothless and I had caught up to Cloudjumper.

Mom nodded in agreement. "I shall check the neighboring islands, in case she decided to practice riding."

"You do realize she has never rode a dragon by herself," I reminded her.

"And all those times you took her flying to Itchy Armpit and Horrendous Island you didn't leave her on Toothless to glide beside him?" Mom questioned.

I rolled my eyes. "That was different. She was under adult supervision."

Mom laughed. "Oh, son. You _may_ be a dad, but you are still a child at heart."

"Very funny," I replied, deadpanned. Despite my annoyance, I really enjoyed Mom's company. Although I only knew her for almost five years now, I feel as though she has been with me my whole life. She may not have physically been with me for twenty years, but I'm glad Kari is spending time with her.

Toothless and I flew to the village, while Mom flew with Cloudjumper and Haldor to the smaller islands. She was flying to the left of Berk, right near Raven's Point. Why she would think a toddler could ride all the way to Raven's Point, I have no idea.

I patted Toothless. "Let's go, bud." The Night Fury nodded and we took off back into Berk.

Over the next hour, Toothless and I rounded up the members of the Council. We first stopped off at Snotlout's house, who was not happy his dinner was interrupted, but was forced by Siv to help. Next, we woke up Fishlegs, Ruffnut, Tuffnut and Eret. Fishlegs went for the woods with Meatlug, Tuff and Ruff checked the docks with Barf and Belch and Eret and Skullcrusher searched the tunnels under Berk. As for Snotlout, he and Hookfang checked the beachs.

Hours passed and there was no sign of Kari or Shadow.

Half of the village woke up, after the twins began fighting again. Which was good, in a way: each neighboring island searched from the smallest twig to the biggest tree (why they were fighting, I still have no idea). However, it was close to midnight and we hadn't found any clue of Kari's whereabouts.

I must have missed something. Usually, I was very intuitive of Kari's feelings and thoughts. I reckon it is because Kari and I are similar in personality. She had a strong connection with dragons and a free spirit like I did. Chuckling, I thought: _And a short attention span._

Thinking about Kari pained me, like a constant punch to the chest or a kick to the groin. Every time I thought about her, all I saw was her adorable freckled-face with her red hair in a braid and her green eyes sparkling. _She must be so scared, and who knows what's out there._

However, for the past few months, I felt a... drift between us. She gave me a lot of attitude over the smallest things (then again, she's a toddler), but she was worse with Astrid. I mean, it could have been from Chief-work and not being able to fly with her to any of the islands as much as before Haldor was born...

Wait...

Could she-

But, she couldn't have-

"Toothless! We're going to Itchy Armpit!" I told him.

The Night Fury growled and we took off from the island. A voice in the back of my head told me I should let Astrid or someone know of my plan, but I had to do this quickly. If I hesitated, I was going to back out of it. I'm just lucky it only takes fifteen minutes to fly across the Arpelgilio to Itchy Armpit.

The wind was bad. I was even having a difficult time holding on Toothless. I will admit, I became more worried as we flew to the far island. I mean, if I'm having difficulty flying through the midnight winds. Not to mention we were flying over freaking ice-cold deep ocean! Suddenly, a horrifying thought crossed my mind: what if Kari and Shadow fell-

_No, don't think about that!_

Toothless moaned._ So, why are we going to Itchy Armpit in the middle of the night?_

I ignored the sarcastic comment. Why I took it upon myself to learn the language of the dragons, I cannot remember. All I've gotten was remarks and complaints from my "Unholy Offspring of Lighting and Death Itself". As for Shadow, she hasn't really 'spoken' yet. Probably because she's still a baby.

It was soon that we got to Itchy Armpit. The familiar woods I grew accustomed to visiting for almost five years were ruffling in the cold wind. Even the stars shined bright in the black open sky. There were roars heard up head, which I assumed came from the wild Timberjacks. _Crap, hope they won't notice Kari there... _if_she's here..._

Toothless landed quietly on the ground. Thinking quickly, I took out Inferno and ignited it, using it as a light.

"Kari! Kari, where are you?" I called out. Toothless roared in response.

We walked around on foot for a few minutes, checking near the roots of the trees and the rocks sticking up from the ground. From what I noticed in my right leg, there was some mud on the ground. Curiously, I pointed the sword to the ground.

There were footprints on the ground.

And they were close together, like they led into each other. They were circular as well, almost like Toothless' footprints. Could Shadow have been walking around? However, I didn't see Kari's boot prints. Maybe she was riding Shadow...

_That kid is in _so_ much trouble._ "Kari! Kari!" I shouted. Toothless and I called out for Kari and Shadow as we followed the footprints. As we walked, the footprints began to incline with the hill. With the inclination, the footprints began to disappear. Worried, I began to look up in the trees.

After what seemed like hours, I sat down for a minute in exhaustion. You thought climbing stairs was difficult with a peg leg... try walking miles with one. I ran a hand through my hair to relax myself, which was slightly longer since confronting Drago (I've cut it a little). My hand got caught in the two braids in my hair, which was joined with a newer third braid. The last one was made by Kari.

_I'm a failure_.

Now I felt like Astrid did a few hours ago: helpless, weak, stupid...

A terrible parent.

It took ever ounce of me not to cry again, but the tears in my eyes escaped. How was I suppose to go back to Berk empty-handed? No, I was not going back until I had Kari in her mother's arms. Honestly, I want Kari in my arms as well, but Astrid needed the satisfaction of having her daughter with her. _Alive_.

"Daddy cwying?"

My head shot up. Looking around, I tried to find the source of those words. Only... the only being near me was my Night Fury.

"Toothless... did you call me Daddy?" I asked, a little worried. Toothless tilted his head in confusion. Then, we both heard a twig snap from above us. We looked up at the tree in unison.

There, on a thick branch, was a toothless Night Fury smiling down at us with a red-headed little Viking on her back, holding a toy in her hand.

My entire being broke and exploded and everything, especially my face. Fresh tears ran down my face and streamed down to my beard. "Kari! My Gods, you're okay!" I exclaimed.

Kari tilted her head. "Why Daddy sad?" she asked.

I forgot my face was covered in tears. Chuckling, I wiped them off. "Daddy's just happy to see you," I explained. Well, I was initially crying because I ought my daughter was gone. Wait- "Kari Rowan, you get down there this instant," I ordered.

Kari tapped Shadow's shoulder. The hatchling opened her wings and she landed softly on the ground. I immediately picked up Kari, whose face was covered in fear. She must have thought I was going to give her trouble.

Instead, I gave her the biggest hug I've ever given her.

This moment, right now, was precious. I thought I had lost my baby girl. Now, she was safe in my arms, covered in dirt and a fresh batch of wet tears from my face. All I wanted to do gas to just hold her close to me and never let go. I forgot about everything for a moment. Right now, all I cared about was Kari.

"Never run away again, Kari. You gave your poor mother a heart attack," I told her.

Kari pulled away from me to look at me, Beanie in her right arm. She placed her left hand on my bearded face. "Daddy sad again?" she asked.

I couldn't help but lean into my daughter's hand, as I did when Mom first caressed my face. "Daddy's happy," I explained. "I thought I lost you."

Kari pointed to Shadow, who was being mauled by Toothless' licks and playful nature. "Shadow fly to Itshe Awmpit."

"I see, but why did you not tell Mommy or Daddy?" I asked.

Kari shrugged. "Shadow no... no like..."

I immediately caught on to what she was saying. "She doesn't like the baby?" I asked. Kari hesitated, but she nodded, letting go of my face.

I knew Kari used Shadow as a base to tell her true feelings. She would say things like "_Shadow no like fish_" or "_Shadow like play_", which we grew accustomed to. However, I will admit I was shocked Kari would say (indirectly) she didn't like Haldor. Sure, Kari acted out a bit, as expected, but she never said anything against Haldor. Did she truly not like this transition of a new baby?

"Why don't you like the baby?" I asked.

The toddler's green eyes began to fill with tears. "Mommy and Daddy... no love... Kar-Shadow..." she said between sobs. "Like... baby...more!"

I sighed sadly. I never realized the emotional toll this new-baby-transition it must have had on her. "Oh... Kar, that's not true. Mommy and Daddy love you just as much as Haldor," I explained. Slowly, I rubbed Kari's back to soothe her. It did help; her sobs calmed down, although tears covered her face.

"Why don't we go home and see Mommy?" I offered. Kari placed her thumb in her mouth and suckled it before she nodded in agreement.

Gently, I mounted Toothless and held Kari in my arms. The Night Fury spread his wings and took off, with Shadow right behind him.

As we flew across the ocean, I couldn't help but look over at Shadow. She stayed steadily beside Toothless. How she managed to fly all the way from Berk with a toddler on her back baffled me. She wasn't much bigger than a Terrible Terror and her wings were ginormous compared to her.

I glanced down at Kari, who was sound asleep in my arms. Hopefully Astrid won't wake her up when we get back to Berk. I don't want Kari to cry again in fright.

I tried not to think the entire way there (man, wouldn't Astrid be surprised). The wind blew quiet and the night sky was lighting a little. Was it almost morning already? Time sure flies by when you're looking for your two-year old daughter at night.

Before I knew it, we were back at Berk.

I spotted Stormfly at our house, with Astrid sitting on the step beside her. The other Vikings seemed to have left already and gone back to bed. Maybe they figured it was a lost cause. I don't know... some of the Vikings were happy Hal was born (and hinted how big he was, almost chief-like). I did my best to ignore those comment.

"Astrid!" I called, as the dragons and I flew closer to the ground.

The blonde Viking shot her head up and smiled slightly at the sight of me. "Hey..." she greeted, wearily. She stood up and came over and walked over to Toothless.

"Any luck?" she asked.

"You tell me," I grinned, showing Astrid Kari in my arms.

For a moment, Astrid didn't move. It was though she thought she was dreaming or seeing an angel. Suddenly, she took Kari out of my arms and covered the toddler in kisses and right hugs.

Kari stirred a little. Her green eyes opened slightly and stared at Astrid. "Mommy?" she asked.

"My Gods, you're okay!" Astrid laughed, tears running down her face.

Kari touched Astrid's cheek. "Happy cry?" she asked. Astrid wiped her eyes. I smiled at her reaction; it was just like mine.

"Of course, Kari. I thought you were gone!" Astrid exclaimed, which was followed by extra kisses.

"Mommy love Kar?" the toddler asked, almost in a questioning tone. I swear, she was brilliant for her age, and I prayed she'll keep her intuitive nature later in her life.

Astrid raised an eyebrow. "Of course Mommy loves Kari, why would you think eitherwise?"

I coughed. "_Someone_ is under the impression that we love the baby more than her," I whispered through my teeth. I realized I was pacing a little and I swung my arms awkwardly, a habit I picked up as a kid.

The blonde viking immediately caught on. "Kar, Mommy loves you very much. A new baby will never change that."

Kari nodded. "Why... Hal... " she fumbled, "...why... Daddy and Mommy... have Hal... and no me?" she asked.

It took me a minute to figure out what she was asking. And another to realize I was about to say another "Dad" speech. "Kari, no matter what, I will always love you. Mommy will as well. You are so special."

Kari smiled a little. "Me?" she asked.

"Yes, because you were our first baby," I told her. "If you haven't been born, I wouldn't be a dad. And Mommy wouldn't be a mom."

"It's true," Astrid agreed.

"And now we have two special babies, because Hal is your brother, and you are his big sister."

"Big... sith-ter?" Kari repeated.

"It means you are bigger and older than him," I explained. Kari seemed to not fully understand, so I decided to try another approach. "He is lucky to have a big sister. He'll need someone to watch over him and make sure he never gets hurt." I patted her shoulder. "Can you help keep him safe for us?"

"Kari... keep Hal safe?" Kari asked.

I nodded. "Like Shadow and Beanie. They keep you safe, right?"

Kari nodded with a larger smile. "Scare bad dweams."

"So you can do that for Hal," I suggested.

Kari nodded. She looked down at Beanie with a concentrated look. The same look she inherited from Astrid, when she concentrates.

"Where... Hal?" she asked.

Astrid pointed to the house. "He's sleeping inside."

"Wanna... see him," Kari decided. She pushed Astrid away a little and struggled to the ground. Once Astrid caught on and placed Kari down, the toddler waddled herself to the house. Astrid and I, and Shadow and Toothless, followed Kari inside.

We found Kari working her way up the stairs, Beanie in her hands. Astrid followed Kari right behind her, in case she slipped down the stairs. Shadow pushed under my feet to follow Kari. Toothless looked up at me curiously and pushed his head against my hand._I know, bud. I'm confused, too._

Kari quietly pushed the door to our bedroom and trotted inside. Astrid and I looked at each other with confusion on our faces: why was Kari wanting to see Haldor? The toddler stood up in her tiptoes o reach up to see Hal sleeping in his cradle. She held Beanie in her left hand and look back at Astrid and I.

"Hal no have Beanie," she told us.

"Kiddo, Beanie is yours," I reminded her.

Kari shook her head and held up her toy. "Hal no have Beanie," she emphasized. She looked up at Haldor and did something... incredible:

She gave Haldor her Beanie.

This was Kari's prized possession. I mean, Kari couldn't fall asleep without the dang thing at four months old. The only thing that stopped her from crying was Toothless. Even up to a couple months ago Kari couldn't sleep without Beanie. That toy was the only reason I lost sleep since she was born and now she was giving it to her brother.

Yet, it was the most adorable moment I've ever seen. Kari definitely was putting away her jealousy by giving Hal her favourite toy. Did she truly comprehend Astrid and I's conversation? I knew she was smart, but I didn't realize she could comprehend something like this at her age.

"I wuv you Hal," Kari whispered.

Astrid and I smiled. To think we were worried about having two kids a few months ago.

"I think we're masters at this whole 'parenting' thing," I boasted, wrapping my arm around Astrid's shoulders.

Astrid nodded. "I'll admit, we did a good job." She looked up at me. "Just promise me no more kids until Hal's out of diapers," she warned.

"Good idea," I gulped, causing Astrid to chuckle. "I don't want a repeat of tonight."

"But we have her back," Astrid reminded me. I nodded in agreement.

Our daughter was found, and that's all that mattered.

**To be continued...**


	7. Keeping the Nightmares Away

_**Hi, guys. Thanks for the amazing feedback for chapter five :)**_

_**Since school's starting soon, I'll have less time to update. I may have a chapter up around October, but I'm not making any promises :(.**_

_**I will try hard to have another chapter up after this, before I get too busy.**_

_**Also, I was thinking of doing a story about Kari (in her point of view), but I'm not sure. It mostly deals with her growing up and it will tie with this story (and I'm likely to jump back and forth with this, so this is definitely not over). **_

_**Please review and I do not own HTTYD.**_

* * *

><p><em>"Happiness can be found, even in the darkest times, if one only remembers to turn on the light."<em>

Albus Dumbledore.

* * *

><p><strong>Keeping the Nightmares Away<strong>

_The sky was darkening with smoke from fires that blared in the distance. The smoke blurred my vision and I could hardly see anything. However, a noise was heard. It sounded like someone was struggling. I waved my hands, hopefully, to dissemble the smoke away._

_Then I saw it: Toothless skating his head and growling in pain and angst. He kept stomping the ground and didn't seem to see me._

_"Toothless? Toothless, you okay bud? What's going on?" I asked._

_A man, all too familiar-looking, stomped his way over to me. His eyes were black as his soul and he wore a drape of dragon skin over his prosthetic arm. In his left hand, he held a staff and had it pointed at Toothless. Behind him, the Bewilderbeast glared down at us._

_"Witness true strength of will over others- In the face of it, you are nothing."_

_Toothless tried to resist looking at the Alpha, but the beast's eyes twitched. The Night Fury continued to shake his head, in order to break from the Alpha's control. Suddenly, he stopped shaking and lifted his head. Slowly, he looked over to me._

_"Uhhh... what did he just tell you?" I asked._

_Toothless' pupils were thin. Thinner than they have ever been. The thick pupils which were usually focused and fun and adorable... they were gone. Toothless wasn't there anymore. _

_The Night growled and made his way over to me._

_I tried to get Toothless' attention away from the Alpha. "Toothless, c'mon! What's the matter with you?" _

_The dragon hissed. He showed his retracted fangs, his mouth forming with plasma._

_"No, no, no, what are you doing? Knock it off!" I ordered, backing away from him. I knew now what the Alpha ordered to do: kill me. "Stop!"_

_ "Snap out of it!" I pleaded, holding my hand out. How could my best friend do this?_

_The Night Fury advanced closer to me. I backed away, but found myself up against ice, surrounded and trapped my the Alpha's ice contraption. I was finished.  
><em>

_"Toothless, no!" _

_The Night Fury opened his mouth, ready to fire._

_"Toothless! No-"_

_"HICCUP!" I heard from the distance._

_"STOP!" I ordered once more, hearing the iconic plasma sound firing up._

_"SON!" _

_I looked over and saw an older Viking with a red beard and thick build run toward me. Without thinking, I held out my left hand to him. "Dad, No!" I screeched._

_The Night Fury fired and hit it's target._

_The scene suddenly changed. I was no longer hidden under ice or plasma blast. I found myself on Berk, the houses burnt to a crisp. Bodies laid all around me, looking dead into the night, no life in their eyes. First, there were my friends and fellow dragon riders: Snotlout, Fishlegs, Ruffnut, Tuffnut and Eret. Then, as I walked, Mom laid dead beside Dad. Closer, and I found Astrid looking up at me with a blank look in her eyes._

_Toothless laid nearby in a puddle of blood, his saddle and fin broken. His eyes were open, but there were hollow and empty. There was no life, no happiness in them. It took all of my strength to keep myself from collapsing underneath my foot and peg leg. Instead, I kneeled to my best friend._

_"Daddy!"_

_I turned around. Two children were holding hands and appeared scared. One was a girl with red hair, a maroon shirt and fur boots and vest. The other, a boy, with brown hair like mine wore a brown shirt with fur boots._

_"It's okay. Daddy's here."_

_Kari's green eyes lit with fear. "You aren't my Daddy."_

_"Kiddo, what are you talking about? I am!" I insisted._

_"Why would you kill every-won?" Haldor asked, his blue eyes filled with tears._

_I looked down. Instead of flesh hands, one hand was sliver, both covered in blood. I felt my heart beat faster. Only one person I knew had a prosthetic arm like this. I turned around and saw that Toothless was gone. The man smirked in triumph._

_Drago Bludvist._

_"See? Even the great Dragon Master can be kept in control of the Alpha."_

_The Bewilderbeast pursed his controlling eyes at me. **Kill them**, he ordered._

_No! I _won't_!_

**_You can _never_ resist me. You are MINE__ now!_**

I opened my eyes, dazed and confused. I was no longer surrounded by ice or coldness. Instead, it was dark out and Astrid snored beside me. So that meant I was in bed with Astrid. Astrid was alive. She was here, with her swollen belly, her beautiful hair, her aggressive personality which resulted in most of my daily injuries. She was here, and that was all that mattered.

Once in a while, I have nightmares. Yes, adults get nightmares, too. The only thing is... the same one runs through my head. Over and over. And I end up waking up in the night, not able to fall asleep again.

Astrid usually helped me, by sitting and talking with me. The only problem was that she was six months pregnant with twins and needed her sleep. Gothi insisted Astrid get as much sleep as possible before the twins were born, because taking care of twins would be twice the trouble. Even Siv agreed it would benefit in the future (although she doesn't have twins herself).

Trying to control my breathing, I allowed myself to calm down. It was hard: the images of Drago, the dead bodies and the Bewilderbeast kept entering my mind. Every breath was harder than the last; I felt like I ran around the entire island. My chest hurt the most. Not just my lungs, but in my beating heart.

My legs moved before I could think. I found myself getting off the bed and throwing on a loose shirt. My hair... covered in my sweat. Was I turning in my sleep? I couldn't tell. Once I pulled my shirt over my head, I creeped down the stairs quietly. I couldn't risk waking Astrid, Haldor or Kari. Even worse, the dragons.

The winter air blew in my face like the wind while flying. It stabbed my face with little knives, but it was refreshing for my heated body. I sat myself on the front step and looked over Berk. Night was silent, not including the whistling in the trees and the fear trolls were watching your every move.

Okay. Maybe not trolls, but fear did lurk around every corner, waiting for your weakest moment and ready to pounce at you. The feeling you'll never be happy again. Nightmares were like that, I guess. The Gods' form of punishment by making you relive your worst memories, your worst fears. Your worst decisions.

The night was a good representation of nightmares. You feel... secluded from the world. Well, I was always secluded from the rest of Berk, simply because I was different. So, in a way, my night was in the day. It followed me everywhere.

My thoughts prevented me to use my senses to notice I was joined by another. Someone came and sat beside me, trying to stay quiet. It worked, I guess; I hardly noticed they were beside me until I heard:

"Daddy, are you okay?"

I knew who the voice belonged to before even thinking twice: Kari, my five-year old daughter. Her vocabulary increased significantly over the past couple of years, including her intuitive nature. Which makes it harder for Astrid and I to keep her in the dark of certain subjects of discussions. For example, she immediately caught on four months ago that Astrid and I were trying to keep the pregnancy on the "down low" until we figured out how to tell her and Haldor.

I didn't look at Kari. I couldn't dare to. I didn't want her to see me like this. She didn't deserve it.

"Daddy's..." I couldn't even say one word without crying. My voice was breaking. "Daddy's okay." It sounded pitiful. It didn't help some tears fell down my cheeks.

Kari grabbed my hand, forcing me to look up at her. Her red hair was tied in a braid, as usual, and was wearing her sleeping attire, which was maroon red. Shadow sat beside her, always following her. Kari probably saw the tears on my face, and the redness in my eyes. Oh Gods, what would Kari think of me? She thought I was this brave man who could overcome anything. I knew because she told me.

"Why are you crying, Daddy?" she asked, innocently.

I wiped my tears. "No reason, Kari. Go back to sleep."

Kari merely sat beside me. Shadow purred against her. "I have bad dreams about the bad man, too."

"Bad man?" I asked.

"He is big and tall and scary. He is mean to dragons and makes them do bad things."

I could not dare to confirm her nightmare. She described the monster perfectly. The monster who controlled and abused dragons. The monster who was the cause of my father's death and my best friend's actions. The fact that a man like that could turn a dragon, especially an intelligent one like Toothless, into a monster scared me.

"He seems like a bad person," I muttered.

Kari nodded. "He tells me he's going to take Shadow away from me." She looked at Shadow. "Then I wake up and go to your bed."

I smiled. It was true, when she had nightmares, she would just crawl into bed without a word. She only explained her nightmares when she wanted to. Rarely did she have nightmares, but when she did, they weren't childish nightmares. They were almost like memories of the past and visions of the future.

"The bad man has an arm like your leg."

"He _does_?" I asked. For a moment, I was nervous she would see the similarities between Drago and I: we both lost a limb to a dragon, we trained dragons, and we had loved ones taken from us.

"Yea. It's not real." Kari smiled. "But I like yours better."

My smile grew a bit. Her innocence and intelligence _did_ baffle me sometimes.

"Did the bad man take away your daddy?" Kari asked.

I tried to swallow, but it was hard. What could I say? How could I explain to my five-year old daughter I was still devastated about Dad's death? That I still cry myself to sleep?

I could only nod in response.

Kari reached over and grabbed my other hand and pulled. Without thinking, I let her guide me... to wherever she was taking me. The late night prevented me from seeing properly, and I was sure I would bump or trip over anything. I decided to rely on Kari's guidance and judgement, along with my hearing, in order to overcome my loss of sight.

Shadow thumped her head against my legs, to get me to move. She had some weight to her, so she pushed me with some force. Deciding not to anger the dragon, I followed Kari through the house and up the stairs.

Kari stopped at the top of the stairs. She looked up to me and held a finger to her lips. At least, I thought she did. It was quite difficult to see in the dark. I nodded back, as I heard Astrid snoring loudly. We were definitely at the door to Astrid and I's bedroom. Kari pulled me again and we walked a few meters, trying hard not to squeak the old boards beneath us.

She walked over to her bed and backed me to it. I didn't know if she could see the look on my face, but I gave her a look of confusion and disbelief.

"Your bed is a little tiny."

I mean, I was longer than the bed. I would have had both legs sticking out.

Kari whispered, "I don't want to wake up Mommy and Hal."

I sighed. I couldn't exactly argue with her. So I crouched myself in her bed, and found I was right: my feet did stick out at the end. Not to mention the wood frame was uncomfortable. There was no way I was sleeping well that night. I ended up just looking at the ceiling, and Kari snuggled closer to me, my left arm wrapped around her.

"It's okay, kiddo."

We didn't speak for a few minutes. The winter wind blew in the night sky, rustling the trees and blowing against the mountains. It was calming; we Hairy Hooligans grew up listening to those sounds all our lives. It was a sign Odin was protecting us from the frost giants.

Kari shifted slightly. "Daddy, did your Dad sleep with you when you had bad dreams?" She asked.

I shrugged. "More when I was little. As I got older, he stopped."

"Why?" she pushed.

_That_ stumped me for a moment. "I don't think fathers do things like that with their sons." I wasn't sure if that was the answer she was looking for, but I honestly didn't know. Dad _did_ stop offering me into his bed when I had nightmares as I got older. I think I was ten when he officially stopped.

I felt Kari move her head, as to nod in understanding. "Oh."

We were both quiet, for a while. Shadow's snoring could be heard from beside Kari's bed on the floor. How Kari managed to sleep through her snoring, and vice versa, I don't know. Even Toothless doesn't snore as loudly as Shadow, but I guess snoring depends on the dragon.

"Daddy?" Kari whispered.

"Yea?"

"Was Grandpa Stoick brave?"

I smiled in the darkness. "The braviest man I ever knew, Kari."

"Is that why Hal was named after him?"

Come to think of it, Astrid and I named him Haldor Stoick because... he was born on Dad's birthday. Man, that day was painful; naming him after Dad helped with the pain, though. "Maybe. It also sounds good with Haldor."

It drew my attention that Kari was speaking positive about Stoick. Well, she was asking questions about Dad, which were positive. I smiled. Dad truly was the bravest man I ever knew. He sacrificed his life for me, even though he found Mom again merely an hour before. He was brave, fearless, compassionate... qualities I hope Kari and Haldor will inherit; or, at least try. That's what I do.

"Yea." Kari shifted slightly. "Dad?"

I chuckled. "Yes?"

"Do dragons have bad dreams?"

"Toothless does." Sometimes, my best friend kicks in the night and once almost plasma blasted the entire house down in flames. I think he dreamt of Stoick's death, too, and had to relive waking up suddenly and realizing what he did. Not that I blame him, of course, but I was still angry at him at that moment. Now... I know there are people out there who will control dragons out of fear, and have them commit terrible crimes.

"Do you help him?" she asked. Man, she was inquisit tonight, wasn't she?

"Once or twice." I tell him that everything was going to be okay, and that there was always light in the dark. I had to be there for him, to keep his nightmares away. If I didn't, who would?

Kari yawned. "It's sad he doesn't have a daddy to scare his bad dreams away."

"Yea."

"Is Toothless happy there is another Night Fury?"

"I think he is."

"Okay." Kari yawned once more. "Dad?"

"Yes, Kari?"

"I love you."

I kissed Kari's head gently. "I love you too, kiddo."

I slept well for the rest of the night, although Kari kept me up most of the time with her constant questions and Shadow's obnoxious snores. The dark winter night blew its chilling winds against the trees, but I was warm in the tiny bed I laid in beside my daughter. In a way, I was grateful; she distracted me from my nightmares.

When she was younger, she did have nightmares. She would always crawl into Astrid and I's bed and just sleep between us. Sometimes, I asked her what she dreamt about, but I never got an answer. So, I told her what Dad told me: there is always light in the dark. Whether that light was a single person or a glimmer of hope, there will always be light.

Berk is our home. Now, it's not much; it's beat up from hundred of battles and distastful food. The Vikings who live there are even more so. The vast lands are covered in ice and snow for most of the year and covered in hail for the rest. We grow up alongside dragons, the beasts of Hel from our bedtime stories. There is much darkness in the winters and long nights, and loved ones we lose along the way. We hold onto hope for a better future. We hold onto hope to fight off our fears and nightmares.

It was good to know I have a daughter who was good at keeping the nightmares away.

_**To be continued...**_


	8. Past and Future

_**So, I'm back with another chapter :) I finally found a bit of time out of my schedule, so yea!  
><strong>_

_**I would like to give credit and dedicate this chapter to John Mccalistar, who offered the idea and guidelines of this chapter. If you don't know who John is, he is an incredible author and has written of the best fanfics in the HTTYD fandom, called "Draco ex Machina". Check it out, it's absolutely stunning!**_

_** Thank you John for the amazing help :) And thank you all for the amazing support :)  
><strong>_

* * *

><p>"<em>We cannot always build the future for our youth, but we can build our youth for the future."<em>

Franklin D. Roosevelt_._

* * *

><p><strong>Past and Future<strong>

With every generation, there is always something changing. This is the nature of anything in life: new mountains of snow arrive every year, then it melts and comes back in a few months, the snowfall thickening with every new snow-fall. The same can be said with Vikings and dragons: each new generation presents a new beginning, opportunity and challenges. Even stubborn Vikings change, which mainly owes it to me, where an entire island of Vikings went from dragon-killers to dragon-riders overnight. Since then, we haven't needed to train for dragon-killing, and children no longer gloried that one day, they soon would kill their own dragon and finally gain acceptance to the Hairy Hooligans.

I guess, as we grow older, we tend to forget how innocent children truly are. Their minds cannot comprehend the difficulties of adulthood at such a young age. On Berk, children are pushed at a young age to become vicious and dragon-killers. However, since dragons moved in, we no longer teach them to kill, but we still teach them to fight. Yet, we have not faced war in a while; even Dagur the Deranged seemed to be on his best behavior, which was a first; he was usually trying to get us to help trap dragons, or something, despite the treaty-signing we still do.

Thinking of the treaty-signing made me think of how life was before the dragons moved in on Berk. How time back then seemed darker, but there was a little glimmer of light in it. Well, for me, at least. I think that "light" was simply my subconscious telling me that I would finally be accepted by my father. At the time, I thought the thing I had to do was kill a dragon. How we killed each other-no, _slaughtered_- for years.

The thought of the past caught me off guard. Sometimes, I feel vulnerable and cannot stand anymore, simply from the past literally hitting me across the chest. This happened quite often, and I had previously questioned Gothi about this, but all she told me was that the past literally can hurt us, and we need to learn not to ignore it, but to face it head on. Then again, she told me this years ago, which lead me to enforce some rules with the dragon-riding and dragon-racing, placing restrictions on who and when a Viking can own and fly a dragon.

Today, I found the spasms returning, so I excused myself from the table, causing Astrid to pull me aside (which I told her not to worry), and I walked out side. I sat down on the doorstep, watching the afternoon sun shine down on Berk.

For once, I wasn't pulled into some dumb meeting as Chief or I didn't have to travel overseas to meet up with the neighboring chiefs. I wasn't playing any part, or putting on a face. I was just Hiccup.

The front door creaked open and I felt a push against my back. Looking behind me, I found my ugly beast of a best friend.

Toothless nudged his head around my arm and purred beside me. His harness clattered as he wiggled in excitement._ Play with me!_

I scratched behind his ears. "C'mon, bud. This is my day off. I've not had a quiet day in months."

The stubborn Night Fury groaned in annoyance. _Fine, but you don't know what you're missing..._

"Trust me, bud," I called to him as he waddled away down the hill," I'm perfectly happy sitting here."

Stubbornly, he groaned and sat right on the pathway and moved his jaw line up and down, mocking me. Well, he tried to. When I did not respond, he rolled his eyes and curled up into a ball. After a few minutes, he grew bored and he began to chase his own tail as some children giggled. They were probably eight, nine years old, and all were holding sticks. One of them, a boy, was beefier than the others, and laughed the loudest as Toothless caught his fin in his gummy mouth. The Night Fury seemed impressed with himself that he completed such a task.

I smiled. Children, including dragons, were innocent.

The door creaked open again.

"Daddy, what's Toothless doing?" a voice asked.

I smiled, recognizing the owner of the voice. "As you can see, my dear Kari, he's eating his own tail," I interjected. Kari came and sat beside me, Shadow right beside her.

I quickly noticed Kari was not motivated to play with the other children. Strangely, she didn't even seem happy to see them. Sure, they were like a year older than her, but she liked playing with older kids. Perhaps she was not in a playful mood today, or at this moment.

Shadow moaned sadly as she watched Toothless pursuit his tail again in circles. From what I understood, Shadow wanted to play with Toothless. She looked back at Kari and pouted her mouth. Kari nudged her softly and the little Night Fury galloped toward the older Night Fury playfully. Toothless immediately dropped his tail and pursuit Shadow. The Night Furies growled at each other, then licked the other dragon's face.

Kari giggled as the dragons covered each other in their disgusting saliva. "Toothless sure loves Shadow."

"Yes, he does," I agreed. It was like a father-daughter relationship between them. Or brother-sister: I've yet to see Toothless act like a father. Well, except that time Kari ran away and he "scolded" Shadow, but I wouldn't count that.

"Daddy, why is Toothless' fin red?" Kari asked, abruptly.

I wasn't sure how to answer her question, primarily since she interjected the subject unexpectedly. Could I gloss over the prosthetic of his tail without going too much into Berk's history? I knew Kari was too young to know of our past war with the dragons, but she was inquisitive for her age.

"Well... his fin's red because that is Daddy and Toothless' racing colour," I simply stated.

Kari rolled her eyes. "But why is it not real?" she asked.

Dammit. "Well... do you know why Daddy has a leg that is not real?"

Kari nodded. "Because you were protecting everyone from the bad dragon." Being a child born after the war, Kari grew up exposed to the stories of how Toothless and I destroyed the Red Death, and our adventures with the other Dragon Riders, through the adults. Surprisingly enough, Kari seemed level-headed, even being told how she should show pride of her father. I'm actually glad she never showed signs of arrogance or pigheadedness.

"Yes, that's true." Here it goes. "Well, one day, Toothless got hurt badly and he lost his fin."

The red-head promptly gasped. "What happened? Did he fall and hurt himself? Was he trying to protect us, too?" she demanded.

"Well, he _did_ get hurt," I admitted. "But that was long before you were born."

There was silence from the seven-year old. I glanced back at her and noticed she was concentrating; I could tell from her eyes, which fixated on Toothless and Shadow. "Daddy, remember that dream you had about the bad man who hurt dragons?"

I shifted my jaw. "Yep."

"Why would someone want to hurt dragons?" she inquired.

"Well, a long time ago, dragons and vikings were not the best of friends," I explained. I couldn't say we actually _killed_ dragons.

"Really? Why?" Kari asked.

I flexed my hands awkwardly. "Well, Vikings thought dragons were always taking our food and sheep for themselves, and the dragons were scared of the Vikings. The dragons were following orders of their queen to steal food, and the Vikings never understood that."

"But the dragons were just following orders, right?" Kari clarified.

The thought of when I almost killed Toothless played in my mind like a spinning cart-wheel: A cart-wheel which never stopped, nor did it halter or break for a moment. The scared look in his eyes would never leave me alone. His irises were like black slits and pierced in fear at my soul. This moment, this look... did any of the other dragons look a frightened as Toothless did? And the amount of Vikings who just killed them anyway... never reconsidering that dragons were intelligent creatures who could easily become a great companion, after some training.

"Yea."

Silence again. "Daddy?"

"Yes, Kari?"

Kari took my hand. "But we ride dragons now, right?"

"Right..." I trailed off.

She raised her shoulders in questioning. "Well, what happened? What made the dragons and Vikings friends?" she asked.

"You know, with the Red Death."

Kari rolled her eyes. "Daddy, I mean_ how_..."

I thought for a moment. "Well... Toothless and I. We showed the Vikings and dragons that we could be friends."

"But did Vikings hurt dragons?" Kari wondered.

I nodded. _Some truths can not be hidden._ "Sadly, we did. We hurt each other." Kari merely nodded in acceptance.

I laughed, more to myself, causing Kari to stare ate me, strangely. "When I was a kid, I thought... hunting a dragon... would make me fit in."

"Fit in?" Kari repeated, confused.

"I was a loser," I admitted.

Kari laughed. "Daddy, you're not a loser. You're the _Chief_!"

Her innocence amused me, although it was adorable.

"And I thought hunting down a dragon would make my life better." I sighed and lowered my head. "But I couldn't do it."

"Why not, Daddy?" Kari asked.

I remember admitting this to Astrid not long after Dad and the rest of the island left to destroy the Dragon Nest. TNow, I was going to tell my daughter the very same thing: "Because... I saw the fear in the dragon's eyes... and I saw myself: a small, terrified creature."

Obviously, I couldn't tell Kari I shot down a dragon, let alone that it was Toothless. Her heart would have been crushed; I couldn't take away her innocence at such a young age.

Then again, she would have discovered it by now.

"So... you didn't hurt the dragon?" she asked.

"No."

Kari grinned. "I'm glad Toothless found you, Daddy. You and him saved the world."

I allowed her comment to digest in my thoughts. Yea, Toothless and I really _did_ save the world, didn't we? I liked how it sounded... like we were heroes. I guess I never thought of it like that; I was just doing what I thought was right.

I laughed. "Well, it certainly changed Berk for the better, didn't it, kiddo?" I asked, placing my arm around her shoulders. "I mean, who knows what would have happened if I didn't save Berk?"

Kari giggled. "Daddy, you're not letting this get to your head, are you?" she verified.

"No, of course not," I deadpanned, causing Kari to laugh.

"You're funny, Daddy." I liked she understood my witty comebacks.

One of the girls waved a hand over at us. "Kari, com play with us!"

"Yea, c'mon, Kari!" another boy shouted.

Kari faced her attention to me. "Is that okay, Dad?"

I moved my arm off her shoulders. "Go lead, fearless warrior!" I encouraged.

Kari grinned and pulled out a stick from beside the house. She went out and started playing with the other children. Toothless and Shadow joined with them and they played a sword game against each other, pretending the dragons were chasing them. I smiled at the sight of their innocence, watching past and future playing. These children were playing the very same game I would play as a child, when I was ever invited, except the biggest kid was the dragon, for the mere fun of it. My generation never played with dragons because we fantasized killing our own.

The children soon engaged Toothless into their little game as a villainous creature, with Kari shouting commands to the others. Even Shadow pretended to attack the children.

Although my daughter simply played with her friends, she already showed traits of a good leader. A warrior, even. She had a good head on her shoulders and thought the best for all. Even so, she has her flaws, like her stubbornness and her witty attitude (which I have no idea where she inherited that form...). Her leadership skills will prove vital when she becomes chief someday. I only hope she will never have to lead Ber to war.

These children... they will never see war, not as long as I was Chief. I do not want these children to have to fight against anyone and die in the process. I do not want them to witness the spill of either a dragon or viking's want the future generations of Berk to live in peace with the dragons, to fly free and happy for the rest of their days.

This is why I'm Chief: a Chief protects his own. I was meant to unite our worlds and rid our world of any war. I know from Drago that there are people out there who want war, but I'll be damn sure war will never see Berk.

Ever again.

**To be continued...**


	9. PLEASE READ!

**A/N**: Hi my faithful and fellow readers!

I'm sorry to point this out...

...

...

...

...

... but this is not a new chapter.

**WAIT! DO NOT LEAVE YET! THIS IS ABOUT THE FUTURE OF "A FATHER'S LOVE"!**

...

...

(shifts eyes)

Okay, hopefully I got your attention...

I usually try not to leave an author's note in replace of a chapter, but this is extremely important!

Now, in regards to "A Father's Love", I'm really happy with the feedback. However, it will be a while until I can make another update.

By while... I mean like in December, the least. :(

It's not that I don't like updating, it's just that I have a ton of crap to do. I mean, this is my future here (after almost five years of high school, I'm finally in nursing! :D) and I want to focus primarily on it. I'm sure many of you are on the same boat and/ or understand where I'm coming from, so thank you :)

And to be honest... I'm running dry on ideas. If you want to offer ideas, I'll be sure to mention you in the author's notes and dedicate the chapter to you :)

I love how supportive you guys are. Even if it's a simple review or just following the story, you guys motivate me to write. :)

So, on that note, I shall give you all a Christmas present with at least TWO chapters! Will that make up for four months? :)

Well, here's Bella Skywalker signing off! (Wait *squints eyes* why did I add so many smiley faces?)

See you at Christmas!

_Bella_


	10. Teaching a Gust of Wind

_**Yo! I'm back, baby!**_

_**Man, that was some semester XD. It was difficult, but I got through it. **_

_**Thanks for being so patient with me :) I would have gotten this up earlier, but I've been sick for the past three days. So, that was fun XD. **_

_**So here is the longly awaited Chapter 9! Or... 10, technically XD**_

_**I dedicate this chapter to emyy250, for offering the idea :)**_

_**A/N: I do not own How to Train Your Dragon.**_

* * *

><p><em>"No man should bring children into the world who is unwilling to persevere to the end in their nature and education." <em>

Plato

* * *

><p><strong>Teaching a Gust of Wind<strong>

This is Berk.

Although we are merely a small island, we are so much more. Look closely, and you can see that our houses are stronger that all of Rome.

'Cause we've got something no other city or country has:

Dragons.

Now, granted, it hasn't been easy. Not when you go from fighting dragons in a three hundred year war to riding on their backs overnight (well, not literally overnight), there aren't always followers. Eventually, we got everyone on Berk on the backs of dragons. It's been pretty good ever since.

Well, besides going up against Outcasts, Berserkers and Dragon Bludvist.

So I've made it my goal to have all the young Vikings receive proper training by the time they are twelve years old. Why I chose twelve... _actually_ I didn't. It was Mom's idea to have tests, or Training, for young Vikings before they can officially become Dragon Riders. Not to mention there is a constructed prize at the end of each pass: the Viking (and dragon) with the most points has their name inscribed on the School of Dragons Trophy, and are eligible for Dragon Racing.

The rest of Berk seems to agree, wanting their children to stay protected until they are at least adults. Which is the sanest thing I've heard from the Hairy Hooligans.

Then again, everyone loves competition.

But I'm one for exceptions.

Yes, even the great Hiccup the Useful allows exceptions. Usually, I would follow my own written rules over expectations for things like Thawfest. Then again, I like fairness and make sure not to cheat in anything. So I understand treating all future dragon riders equally is important. However, this mean my children should train normally with their peers, and not be on top simply because their father is Dragon Master (not that I've ever taken the name before...).

Then again, I never followed rules.

I taught Kari how to fly Shadow.

I know, I know. Confusing, right? For Almost eight years Kari's had Shadow and she cannot properly fly her? Well, let's just say Kari was hard to teach. It's not that she's dumb or anything, quite the opposite: she has all this energy and intelligence that she wants to run and play with wooden swords and be correct about everything. It was only when I reminded her of the big Trophy that sat in the Great Hall that she changed her mind.

The day was starting off wonderful. Sun was shinning, Terrible Terrors were singing on the rooftop... I was lying in bed with the best wife a man could ever ask for. My four children were asleep. Ah. Peaceful. No interruptions.

"Daddy! Wake up!"

I groaned. It was _too_ good to be true.

"Alright... who released their dragon on a rampage this time?" Astrid grumbled. I quickly realized her hair was in my mouth, which happens from time to time, when she and I-

"It better not have been Monty this time," I muttered, spitting out hair.

Kari, who was now nine years old, giggled. "Daddy, you promised you'd help me today!" she insisted.

Rubbing my face, I slowly sat myself up. "I did, didn't I?" I moaned. _Why is Kari an early riser? Why not sleep in like her brothers?_

"C'mon, Dad! Shadow's all ready to go!" Kari pulled on my arm. It looked like Kari attempted to braid her hair again, because there were parts of her red hair which stood out.

"Just give me five minutes," I yawned.

"Fine," Kari groaned, jumping off the bed. I heard another thud, so it must have been Shadow.

Astrid rolled over and yawned. "Well, good morning," she mumbled.

"Yea... if only she'd sleep in like most children," I sighed, which turned into a yawn. Why were yawns so contagious?

Astrid smiled sleepily and kissed my cheek. "I wonder where she gets her enthusiasm."

"_Definitely_ not me. I love sleeping in," I retorted.

"Hiccup, admit it: she's _just_ like you," Astrid giggled.

I sighed. "Yea, and let's remind ourselves _who_ insisted teaching our daughter how to do a handstand on Stormfly?" I asked.

Astrid sat up and stretched. _Damn, even after sixteen years, Astrid is gorgeous. Motherhood has been kind to her._ "The _same person_ who married the one-legged Chief, whom, may I add, somehow convinced his sons that Flightmares _eat_ Terrible Terrors."

"Hey, I _only_ said that so they would take better care of them," I insisted. "Reverse psychology, I think it's called."

Astrid pushed me aside. "You better get up or Kari will stick Shadow on you again."

I groan. "Dont remind me." Long story short: a young Night Fury has fangs like those of a grown Monstrous Nightmare.

It was a struggle, but I got out of bed (which required convincing from my wife, whom may had given me some kisses here and there), and found myself stumbling downstairs to crack open a couple of eggs and cook the at the fire. Then there was the dragon problem: one of the downsides to a family of children are the number of Terrible Terrors. Not to mention the biggest baby of them all was a Night Fury, whom, may I add, attacked me with his saliva, and shook excitedly.

"Yea, bud. I know." Toothless knew what today was; perhaps Kari told him.

Kari excitedly sat at the table, while Haldor and the twins literally crawled down the stair to the breakfast table, complaining how loud their sister was. Like I said, the boys were not morning people. The red-headed girl merely grinned as the three boys slugged into their seats. Astrid and I quietly fried the eggs up for them, and we sat down to listen to what they had in store for the day.

"I'm gonna build a fort!" Langley, the oldest twin, proclaimed.

"We should add a working drawbridge to it," Lamont added. The twin four-year-old boys bumped heads in agreement. The twins were similar in looks: dark blonde hair and blue eyes hinted with hazel. Not to mention they were similar in cosmic energy that could literally destroy Berk if we didn't keep close eyes on them.

"I'd still be in bed," Haldor grumbled, "if someone didn't jump on my head..." The seven-year old boy was build larger than his sister, and not to mention his hands could fit a dragon egg in them easily, but was the most gentle Haddock.

Kari smugly ate her eggs.

"I can't believe it: I gave birth to my husband four times," Astrid realized.

Toothless let out a mocking laugh.

After breakfast, Kari and I properly got dressed and headed outside. I already fashioned a flight vest for her, similar to the one I made when I first rode Toothless, so she didn't fall off Shadow. In addition, I constructed a small saddle for Kari to learn to put on Shadow. However, it will be interesting: Shadow has never worn a saddle, and Kari's only sat on Toothless' and Stormfly's saddle.

"Alrightie, new Dragon Rider!" I exclaimed, causing Kari to giggle. We were both outside the house, and I readied some boards with written-out rules. I stood up like a teacher, and Kari and Shadow sat in the grass. Toothless sat up beside me, flying equipment on and ready. "The first thing you need to do is win a dragon's trust." I patted Toothless affectionately on the shoulder. "The bond you can share with a dragon is phenomenal, and he-"

"-or she!" Kari pointed out, nudging Shadow.

"Or _she_..." I added, slowly, "will always protect you."

Kari grinned, as she patted her pet.

"Now," I walked over to Toothless, "you must show your dragon you do not mean to harm them. The best way to do it is to-"

"-give them a piece of fish!" Kari interrupted.

I held back an annoyed groan. Toothless mockingly laughed. _Having trouble?_ he sneered, obviously noticing my annoyed expression.

_Oh, shut up, useless reptile._ "Kari, how do you expect me to teach you if you keep interrupting me?" I asked.

Kari rolled her eyes. For a nine-year old, she contained a lot of sarcasm. "Dad, I _know_ all this. I just want to learn how to fly Shadow properly."

"And you first need to master the basics before you go further."

"But Shadow already trusts me, and I trust her." Shadow licked Kari's face, to prove her point.

I rubbed my eyes. "Kari, she's not as trained as Toothless. You two have a very strong bond, but up until now, she's never worn a saddle."

Kari nodded. "Okay... but she'll trust me to put it on, right?" she asked.

I shrugged. "That depends, but I wouldn't risk it," I admitted.

"_Dad_!" Kari moaned in annoyance.

"Do you know how long it took me to get a saddle on Toothless?" The thought took me back to my fifteen year old self chasing the uncooperative beast to wear the stupid thing.

The nine-year old girl threw her arms up in annoyance. "I know, you told me a _thousand_ times!"

_Keep it together_, I tried to come down myself. My bottom lip began to hurt from my teeth driving through it. "Listen," I muttered, "I'm only telling you this because I don't want you to get hurt. Understand?"

Kari gulped and nodded quickly.

I sighed in relief, "Good. First," I lifted the small saddle, " Let's see how your Night Fury handles a saddle."

Well, that was the worst idea.

Kari spend half an hour chasing Shadow, whom (surprise, surprise) hated the thought of a saddle on her. We spent an hour trying to find Shadow after Kari finally locked the saddle on. Turns out she was hiding in Not-So-Silent Sven's sheep pen, and chewing on a sheep's legs with her gummy teeth.

After we finally calmed Shadow down, I taught... well, attempted was the correct word, Kari about flying formations and landing techniques. She seemed to know the first few I mentioned, but by the time I started telling her about commands, she was falling asleep. I mean, honestly? She was falling asleep. And it wasn't even close to lunch or anything.

This is what happens when you rise before the sun.

"Hello? Midguard to Kari," I tried to wake her.

Shadow instinctively licked Kari's snoring face.

"Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the First founded Berk three hundred and twelve years ago!" Kari shouted, jolting upwards.

I rolled my eyes, while peering Vikings laughed in the distance. "Correct, but this isn't History, Kari. This is Basic Commands."

The nine-year old rubbed her eyes tiredly. "Dad, I don't get why I need to give Shadow commands. She listens to me." Before I could rebuttal, she added, "I just want to fly."

See, even my amazing daughter had, who excelled at dragon facts and sword-fighting, the attention span of a sparrow. She was this... _gust_ of air which wanted to keep moving and just go. Which is my fault, I guess. I couldn't be stayed put when Dad was Chief. I must have taught Kari the same thing, or she inherited my free-spirited nature. And how can you teach the wind?

Trying to teach my daughter- which, evidently, Kari means "_a gust of wind_"- was impossible. I would have to become the wind myself to teach her.

Wait... the wind.

_The wind!_

I snapped my fingers. "Kari, you want to fly? Then let's fly."

Toothless looked at me in confusion. _You're kidding, right?_

Even Shadow and Kari looked at each other with blank faces.

"Dad, you just told me to-"

"I know, I know. But you want to see how difficult it is riding without using commands? Then let's try it."

Kari's face was a mix of pale and red.

"In the... air?". For a moment, I thought she was going to hurl. Then, she smiled and screamed: "Awesome!"

She and Shadow could hardly contain their excitement, as I mounted Kari on Toothless' saddle.

"We're going to the top of the rock," I explained, pointing to where my father's statue stood.

Kari looked up. "Oh... so it will give us more height?" she guessed.

I smiled._ So she_ did _listen. _"Good. We'll start there and you can take off there."

Once we were up on the mountain, Kari sat on Shadow's saddle, and awaited for further instruction.

"Now, nice and steady, Kari. Remember, you need to show you still are in control," I warned.

Kari nodded. "Still in control," she agreed. Shadow's tongue stood out, and growled in excitement. "Shadow, fly!" she shouted.

Shadow smiled and opened her wings. The wind caught us and the Night Fury picked up in the air. Kari screamed while Shadow flapped against it, and covered her eyes.

Toothless followed Shadow as she started to pick up speed. I was starting to worry: we were thousands of feet above open water and quickly leaving Berk. Toothless growled at me in warning while Shadow quickened her flight.

I was about to command Shadow when Kari shouted, "Easy, Shadow!"

The Night Fury immediately slowed down her pace.

Toothless growled, worried.

_You got this, Kari..._

Kari opened her eyes slowly. She checked her surroundings, then patted Shadow's neck. She must had whispered something to the dragon (because I didn't hear it), since Shadow flapped her wings and steered towards Toothless and I.

"Dad! I'm- well, _we_- are flying!" Kari shouted in excitement.

I couldn't help but smile. _There she goes again. Growing up._

Soon, she'll be flying on her own. Then going on adventures, helping protect Berk from threats, just like I did. Next thing I know, she'll find romance... become Chief... have a family of her own-

I shook my head. _No, not for a while._

"Now, practice some circling," I ordered Kari, "I want to make sure your corners are smooth."

Toothless laughed. _Our daughters sure take after us, don't they?_

"They do, indeed, bud."

I heard Kari snicker, and Shadow make a gurgling sound.

"Daddy's talking to Toothless again," Kari said to her Night Fury. Shadow made a mocking sound.

I rolled my eyes. "Merely talking with my best friend, kiddo."

Kari patted Shadow's head. "I know, I do too." She gave me a smug grin.

_Hmm_, I thought devilishly,_ this give me an idea_. "Wanna go on one more race?" I challenged, replying with the same smug grin she inherited. I knew she could not resist one last race. She had the soul of a dragon, after all. Not to mention she was Astrid Hoffferson's daughter, too.

Kari smirked. "You're _so_ on."

Shadow smiled a toothless grin at Toothless and I, before spreading her wings wide and flew fast back to Berk. Kari yelled a Valkyrie holler as her dragon burst through the wind.

_Yep, our daughters, _I thought with a smile on my face.

"Yea! Let's go, bud!" I shouted, excitedly. I patting my best friend's neck. Toothless roared and we chased our children to the island below.

Being able to teach your children is a gift within itself. You pass down your knowledge in order for it to survive. If we cannot do this, what is the point in teaching our children? By teaching them, we are giving them essential knowledge to survive and create a better future. Then again, there's also the timeless bond between a parent and their child. Luckily, my oldest child appreciates it, despite her short attention span.

I get it now that I, too, focus on things I'm interested in and excel at them.

I've noticed how much I benefit from teaching my children. I'm learning from teaching: yes, teaching is never easy, but the end results are priceless. Not only was I to pass on my knowledge to the next generation, I could help shape it too. Who knows, maybe this information will pass down to future generations and help other nations besides Berk.

However, I was only interested in shaping Berk.

It just meant I have more time with my daughter.

_**To be continued...**_


	11. Growing Up

_**Hey, what's up, everyone? :D Everyone have a good holiday?  
><strong>_

**_And holy Dragons! 85 favourites, 66 reviews and 102 followers? That's awesome, guys! :D_**

_**Thank you all again for the amazing feedback for chapter 10. You guys truly make my day :)**_

_**I have some news: while I will continue with this story, I will add Kari's point of view instead of Hiccup's. So, this will be the last Hiccup POV chapter, at least for the next little while. :(**_

_**It's just that there is so much I can do with Kari that I can't with Hiccup until I have Kari grown up (so... around twenty). Besides, writing Kari's POV is so much fun! She's sarcastic and aggressive and stubborn and just fun to write.**_

_**Now, I'm in the middle of writing another fanfiction, centered around Hiccup. Which is why I have not posted a chapter since December. **__**_**And due to the fact I'm working hard on the fist six chapters before I post it.**_ I don't want to spoil too much, but it's full of angst. **_

_**My hope is to publish it in February (check my profile for updates).**__**  
><strong>_

_**And updates for this story will change to Mondays.**_

_**As always, I do not own How to Train Your Dragon. **_

* * *

><p><em>What I wanted most for my daughter was that she be able to soar confidently in her own sky, whatever that may be.<em>

Helen Claes.

* * *

><p><strong>Growing Up<br>**

Funny thing about time is that we don't pay attention to when it is passing. Only when we have seen significant time change is when we truly realize that time has passed over us.

Take my family, for instance. It seemed merely yesterday when Kari, my eldest and heir to Berk, was born. Gods, I was so scared. I didn't have a clue how to raise a baby, and I was lucky I wasn't a single father. Astrid and I together had no idea what to do, but we managed. I'm not bragging or anything, but Kari turned out alright, along with our three sons.

I hate it that time has passed so quickly.

Gone were the days Kari would wake up in the middle of the night, demanding to sleep between Astrid and I. Gone the many times I caught Kari on the roof with Shadow as they gazed up at the evening sky when the twins were crying throughout the evening. The days I helped Kari fly, the moments I bandaged up her scrapes and scared her nightmares away... those have not happened since Kari was eight.

And it was her twelfth birthday today.

Twelve. My daughter, my baby girl, was _twelve_. Gods, how did my daughter grow up so fast?

What did the future have in store for her? I knew chieftain was out of the question, at least for a few years. Not that I didn't doubt my daughter, Gods no. She was not ready for the responsibility. She was only twelve, for Odin's sake! No one in their right mind woukd allow a _twelve year old _as chief.

However, she was closer to marrying age than chieftain.

_That_ conversation came up between Astrid and I, when we were discussing a marriage disoute between two families: the daughter at the time was seventeen and her family was low of money. The other family had sustainable resources and decided their twenty-three year old son needed heirs. Sadly, this was the average marriage agreement, where one family needed resources and another needed successors.

Astrid and I were the minority: we grew to love each other and _then_ decided to marry.

Which was when the conversation was brought up: would their be a family in the future with an older son who would want to take Kari's hand in marriage? To me, it sounded a little suspicious, because what if the son only wanted the title of chief? Surely, even Kari would know there are men would would do that. Even Dagur tried with his own son, but I immediately disregarded it (and not only because I didn't want him as an in-law).

As I walked through the village from the Great Hall, some Vikigs greeted me and congratulated on Kari's birthday. I coud only thank them, although it really wasn't me who they should be congragulating to.

Which made me wonder: where the Hel _was_ Kari?

Once I entered the Haddock house, Astrid greeted me. "Great! You're just in time!"

"Time for what?" I asked, confused. Then I remebered: "Where's Kari?"

Astrid rolled her eyes. "I had Kari take the boys for a couple of hours, to distract her." She took my hand and guided me to the dinning room. There was a huge banner pinned up which said "_Happy Birthday, Kari!_", food was placed all over the table (all of Kari's favorites) and a large cake in the middle.

I smiled. "This is amazing! Kari's gonna love it!" I noticed the food and looked over it, suspiciously. "You didn't cook this, did you?" I asked.

I shouldn't have said that.

Once I fell to the ground, due to getting kicked in the groin, Astrid said, "For your information, Siv and Ruffnut cooked all of this." She pointed to the cake. "Gobber made that with this cocoa bean he traded with Trader Johann. He says it's really good."

I slowly pulled myself up. "Who else is coming?" I groaned. Getting kicked in the groin would do that.

"Well, you know. The family."

It was my turn to roll my eyes. "Astrid, you _do_ realize our family consists of your parents, my mom, your brothers, the Jorgensons, the Thorstons, the Erets, Ingermans, and the-"

Astrid nodded. "Yes, and that's all who's coming. Oh, and quite possibly Gobber, Bucket and Mulch." She stopped. "Oh, and some villagers would want to come as well."

If the rest of the village would be coming, then- "Would there be enough room for all of us?" I asked.

"Possibly not." She thought for a moment, then snapped her fingers. "I have an idea, but we'll need to be fast."

So the two of us, with the help of Stormfly and Toothless, collected all of the decorations and food and swiftly carried all of it to the Great Hall. We had no idea where Kari and the boys were, we just hoped they weren't close by or thinking of going home. Luckily, Gobber and Eret were at the Great Hall and helped us set up the decorations again. I sent the guests a few letters of notices through Sneaky, Sharpshot and Rumblestone (Kari's Terrible Terror).

Soon, all of the guests came flooding in. Most of them consisted of the Dragon Riders and their families, but there was also Gobber, Bucket, Mulch and even Alvin the Treacherous (who went to travel to distant lands, but comes back to Berk from time to time). Mom was a little late, but she hugged us as well.

Valka laughed lightly. "I can't believe our little Kari is twelve. It seemed only yesterday she was crawling around the Training arena, breaking everything."

"Now we only need to worry about the twins," Astrid agreed.

Mom sighed. "Oh, those boys of yours. The twins nearly tore apart the Academy today."

I groaned. "_Please_ don't tell me you let them in! The last thing I need is a fire-prevent system for children."

Mom merely chuckled. "Of course not. Langley and Lamont are wee trouble makers, I tell you." She cringed. "Poor Cloudjumper couldn't stand them today." As to emphacize her point, Cloudjumper nuzzed against her head.

_I_ even cringed. _Those boys will _never_ calm down, will they?_

"I think we should wait until they're_ sixteen _to get their own riding dragons..." I suggested.

"Make it twenty for all I care," Astrid said, nonchalantly. "I can barely handle their Terrible Terrors."

Mom seemed to agree without hesitation.

Even Camicazi, the chief of the Bog-Burglars, came to the party. Although it had been years since I saw her, she would come to Berk during treaties and meetings between our parents. Her mother, Big-Boobied Bertha, was a good friend of my dad. She and I , as kids, ended up playing together or destroying something on the island.

Granted, she was by herself but she was greeted by Astrid with open arms.

"Glad you came, Cami," Astrid said.

"Of course. Anything for a fellow neighbor," Cami agreed, then chuckled. "Kari's becoming a little daredevil, I hear."

Valka smiled. "And growing as beautiful as her mother." Astrid blushed and grabbed my hand.

"And just as violent," I muttered, to which I received a punch to the shoulder.

By noon, everything was set up and ready to go. The decorations were up around the pole and surrounding all the tables. There was more food that was brought in, made by the wives and bakers, and delicious treats with frosting. Gobber brought in some instruments for music later, although I have yet to see him play a lute. _This oughta be interesting..._

However, Kari, Haldor and the twins were not back yet.

I walked from the Dragon Riders and took Astrid aside. "Where are the kids?" I whispered.

"Oh, I sent Mustard to Hal to come back here, but arrive before Kari," Astrid explained.

_Ah, so a _delay_..._ "Ten buckets of fish the twins will bury here somewhere," I sneered.

Astrid smiled, slyly. "You're _so_ on."

It was at that moment that Astrid and I heard snickering from the closed doors. Snickers which sounded suspiciously like our twin sons. Just as I was about to reach over and open the doors, Langley and Lamont came running in. They were followed by an oafish boy with large fists.

"Haldor Stoick," I only addressed my cildren by their given names if they were in trouble. Or just when I wanted to tease them. "What did you do?"

Hal seemed to notice the humor in my voice. "Well, _I_ didn't do anything." His smile betrayed him, though. "Although... Ley and Mont did rub salmon oil on Kari."

"Now she's being attacked by Terrible Terrors!" Langley sneered.

"Serves her right for that chum bucket incident," Lamont smiled devilishly.

I patted my sons' shoulders. "Alright, you troublemakers. Go find a place to hide." As the Haddock boys ran passed Astrid, I turned my attenion to the village, "You hear that, everyone? Find a hiding place!"

Everyone got the message, because the Hairy Hooligans scrambled to find limited areas to hide. Most of the adults ended up hiding under tables, while the children climed up on the pole in the middle of the Great Hall and hid up on the podium. For the dragons, they gently, but swiftly, glided up to the wooded supports for the roof. A few Vikings blew out the fires from the torches and fire place.

As I hid behind the Chief chair, with Astrid beisde me, I could hear murmurs from behind the closed doors. I recognized a human voice, which had annoyance in her voice. Something around the line of "_I swear, Shadow. I'm ripping those boys in so many pieces, and I'll scatter them across the island!"_, were growing louder_, _to which some growls were the response.

The doors creaked open, followed by a girl with her red hair in a side braid. Her brown vest was wet, covered in salmon oil, and her helmet scorched. Behind her, a growing Night Fury (now almost as big as Toothless in comparison) sniffed the air.

"Whoa, it's quiet in here." She sniffed as well. "Wait, do I smell Siv's-"

I jumped out from behind the chair. In suit, the fires were relit and everyone jumped out from their hiding places. "Happy Birthday, Kari!" we all shouted.

Kari's mouth dropped in shock as everyone cheered. "My gods, you didn't have to do this!" she insisted. Her smile betrayed her, though.

I walked over to her hand hugged her shoulders. Some of the adults began to clash their jugs in the background. "Of course we did, kiddo. It's not everyday someone turns twelve."

Kari raised an eyebrow. "I thought Mom said you had a meeting all day."

Right. I had told Astrid that so she could work on the party. Well, it _was_ true I had a meeting, but there was no way I was missing my daughter's twelfth birthday. "Yes, I did, but it is now midday and I have no other obligations except to you."

Kari couldn't help but smile. "Thanks, Dad. I'm glad you're here."

I squeezed her shoulder tighter. "And here I'll stay," I promised her.

We all celebrated for the next few hours. The cake Gobber made was, surprisingly, week-received; everyone loved the cocoa bean (especially the girls). Langley and Lamont managed to stay out of trouble for a little bit (by little bit, I mean ten minutes) before they decided to set off explosives on Bucket and Mulch. Shadow kept growling at Alan every time he went to talk to Kari, which I was content with. Haldor socialized with his group of friends, which consisted of Tailbit and Megaera. Kari showed off her burns to her best friend, Brynjar. I recognized four other teenagers, who were with Kari and listening to her in awe, but their names escaped me.

Seeing Kari with her friends, it made me remember when she was a toddler, when her only friend was Shadow. Now looking at her, I've seen how much she'd grown up. Kari wasn't the little toddler who used to love me telling her stories in bed about how we created peace between Vikings and dragons. She was now this growing young lady who could easily knock out a Viking twice her size and maneuver her Night Fury with her crazy acrobatics.

It made me realize we didn't have much time left together as father and daughter.

It's tradition for a woman, by the time she is twenty, to marry off to another family. Kari has never been one for traditions, like Astrid, but I have this sickening feeling someone-well, some _guy_- will essentially take my baby girl from me. Not that she would let them, of course. And _obviously_ no one's going to take her away from me, but it'll definitively feel like it.

And, to be honest, I hope she won't follow that tradition.

I want her to be able to fly when she feels like it, to explore new worlds and go where no one goes. I want her to feel free and not feel stranded on Berk. She has _that_ look, that look of excitement and adrenaline in her eyes when we fly. Kari _loves_ to fly. How could I make her marry someone and confound her to the ground?

"Dad, you okay?"

I snapped back into reality. "I-I'm fine," I assured Kari.

Kari didn't look convinced. "C'mon, Dad. I can tell when you're lying."

I sighed._ So much like her mother. _"What is obvious?" I asked.

"You shift your eyes a lot when you lie."

Right. I forgot I was a terrible liar. "And this is why you would be great at interrogations," I joked.

Kari grabbed my arm, forcing me to speak to her. "Dad, if you're worried I can't handle, uh, whatever you have to say.."

My hands fell to her shoulders. Man, she was getting tall. She was probably only a foot-and-a-half away from my height. Maybe taller. "Kari... you're twelve now-"

"As if I didn't know already," Kari deadpanned.

I continued, ignoring her sarcastic comment, "-And soon, you'll be old enough to move out of the house and marry someone-"

Kari blinked and stepped out of my grip. "Whoa, whoa, whoa! Marry?!"

_Did I say that awkwardly?_ "Kari, it's not what I-"

"-so you're just going to marry me off to some older guy?-" Kari asked.

"-I was trying to say-" I tried to explain.

"-because you tried that with Ronald and you insisted we weren't going to-"

"-Kari, you're making a big deal over-"

"-I knew it! I'm stuck here!-" she shouted.

"-For Thor's sakes-"

"-You think I'll fly away, don't yo-"

"-I'M SCARED, OKAY?!" I blurted out.

It wasn't until I noticed Kari's face that I realized what I said. The red-headed teen tilted her head, as her face matched her hair. Her green eyes were wide in shock.

Crud.

_Why_ did I say that?

_Why? _

I am seriously an idiot.

"Scared?" she repeated. "But Dad... you're never scared..."

I shifted slightly. "Look... I..." Damn, there I go doing my hand gestures again. "I'm... scared of losing you."

"Why would you be scared of that?" Kari asked.

I sighed. "You're like me, okay? And I've always known that." Kari nodded, although she seemed unsure. "It's just... when I was a teenager, my dad could never keep me grounded. Flying was... my salvation, my escape. And I can tell you love flying, too."

Kari thought for a moment. "You think I'm going to end up not wanting to stay on Berk."

I hesitated, but nodded in agreement. I had to hand it to her; she was brilliant. "The only thing keeping me on Berk was when I became Chief."

The twelve year old shook her head. "Dad, Berk is my _home_. _Our_ home. Sure, flying is great, but home is where my _family_ is, and I can't leave that." She smiled. "And I'd _never_ leave my old man."

"Hey, I'm only thirty-four!" I countered, laughing. "When I was twelve, my dad was forty-four."

We both chuckled at the realization. After our laughter died down, Kari looked at me closely, like she could read my mind. "There's something else, isn't there?"

This had to come up, eventually. "What do you think... of marrying?" I asked. _Hopefully_ she wouldn't freak out this time.

Kari shrugged. "I don't know... I guess I don't want marry someone I _don't_ know." She shifted a little and looked over where Astrid and Valka were talking. "I want what you and Mom have... _if_ I ever find it." Her eyes shifted back to me, but she seemed to be thinking of something else.

"You have someone in mind?" I asked, grinning. This was going better than I thought.

Kari blushed a little. "No!" she insisted. Man, she was a stubborn girl, wasn't she? Besides, something told me she had feelings for Alan son of Eret. I held back a groan. I tried to think positive of him, for the sake of Kari, but I found him to be a pompous, know-it-all. It didn't help he was a spitting image of his father, and quite aware of it.

However, for Kari's sake, I'll tolerate him. "Don't worry about it, kiddo. You marry when you're ready," I promised.

She turned around and threw herself in my arms. She immediately wrapped her hands around me and squeezed. _Holy Thor, she has some grip_. Yep, she was _definitely_ Astrid's daughter. I found my arms relax and I gave her a hug back.

"See? You don't have to worry about me leaving, Dad," Kari smirked.

I smiled in relief. My daughter was still here with me, even for a little bit longer. "I'm really glad you're here, Kari."

"And here I'll stay," she replied. After a few moments, she released me and pulled away. "So... what do you say about Dragon Racing?"

_Oh, she's funny._ "Not a chance, kiddo."

Kari shrugged. "Worth a shot." She smiled again and ran back to her friends, where Shadow covered her in Night Fury saliva.

I laughed again as Toothless nuzzled under my hand.

Sometimes, it's hard letting those you love go and be free. You may not enjoy it or particularly agree with it at all, but you'll allow to set them free to be happy. There is no difference with a daughter like Kari. She may be stubborn and have the soul of a dragon, but she's still a Hairy Hooligan. She's still a Haddock, the Pride of Berk. She's still _my_ baby girl.

Her growing up won't be sad. For me. Actually, I'm looking at her progress and growing older with optimism. Sure, she's growing up as we speak, but her becoming an adult will be the next great adventure for her and a grand one for me to watch. Whether in Berk or watching in the sky, I know Kari will choose her path and control her life. She'll make those decisions when the time's right.

Growing up is just the next adventure.

_**To be continued...**_


	12. Together

**_A/N: Hey guys! So this is the official Chapter 12 here! (I got rid of the author's note)._**

**_Not much to say here... so let's just jump in this mess called "A Father's Love"!_**

**_Update: I found my USB! (throws a f**king party with balloons and streamers) It was in my car the entire time XD  
><em>**

**_Anyway, so I will be returning with my other stories :D_**

**_Oh! Almost forgot! This chapter is the prequel to "Perfection"._**

**_I do not own HTTYD._**

* * *

><p><em>"We never know the love of a parent until we become parents ourselves."<em>

Henry Ward Beecher

* * *

><p><strong>Together<strong>

_(Seven months before "Perfection")_

This is Berk. A little village of Vikings who are as stubborn as the food grown there: distasteful and broad. Living her for seven generations will do that to a clan of Vikings, especially a secluded island that is north of Freezing to Death. But life is amazing, nevertheless. What makes it amazing? Mainly the pets.

While some places have parrots or dogs... we have dragons.

And I would be riding my dragon Toothless right now if I didn't have to attend a stupid Chief meeting mandatory to the prosperity of Berk.

Well, that is a lie. If I wasn't a Chief, I would spend the day with my wonderful wife Astrid, whom I married a year ago. But if I wasn't chief... my Dad would have been here. And he would have nagged me to be chief. Heck, he'd nag until I became chief.

Heck, I'd battle the Red Death and Drago Bludvist again than attend a meeting.

Hey! You'd hate them too if you made the stupid decision of letting the biggest town idiots on the council. No, wait- scratch that. Bucket and Mulch would be better. It didn't help that they always punched each other during the meetings.

"Hey, cut it out!" I demanded, pulling Tuffnut off of Snotlout. I had been sitting in Dad's chair, quietly listening to the Council's military motives. I jumped out of the chair when Tuffnut attacked Snotlout. I was silently glad they forced me to stop them: I was starting to drool from boredom. "We have enough on our plates without you two fighting each other."

Snotlout huffed. "He's just mad I broke his sister's heart."

"I'm pretty sure Ruff broke yours along with your nose," Eret remembered. Fishlegs and Tuffnut laughed in unison.

I sighed. "I swear, I'm babysitting toddlers instead of twenty-one year old men."

Why I chose Tuffnut and Snotlout to be part of the Hooligan Council (consisting myself, Ragnar, Eret and Fishlegs), I seriously cannot remember. Let's just say Tuffnut still doesn't forgive Snotlout for breaking up with Ruffnut (in his mind), though Ruffnut clearly broke up with Snotlout after falling for Zorb Odinston, who was a first replacement. After Eret, Fishlegs, Weasel, Hotshot, and Cannonball, that is. Now Tuffnut has three other guys to beat the... snot out of (He somehow is okay with Fishlegs...).

The four of us were in the Great Hall, sitting around the large map table of Berk (and each land found around Berk, which I personally extended to the map). I decided to make a council to ensure fair and unbiased decisions. Fishlegs was an obvious choice: his knowledge of dragons and surrounding thieves made him a worthy adversary. Eret is a skilled trapper and great defense plans and tactics.

Ruffnut and Astrid were also part of the Council, but they are, at the moment, taking care of... other business. Astrid was at the Academy, which she teaches part-time (as I do), with Valka. Ruffnut was complaining about some bug (which was weird, she never gets sick, despite the crud she puts up with her brother).

Yea... I have no idea why Tuffnut and Snotlout are part of the Council. Bucket and Mulch would have been better choices, and Bucket is missing a part of his brain. How he manages to live... be beyond my comprehension. Heck, even Dogsbreath the Duhbrain (who went missing a few years ago and strangely came back) and Wartihog would be better than Tuffnut and Snotlout.

The doors busted open while Tuffnut punched Snotlout in the face. I didn't have to think twice on who it was.

Valka came into the hall. And she didn't look impressed.

"I see you're getting somewhere," she noted. As I turned to face her, Tuffnut and Snotlout had returned to their fist-fighting, with Ragnar, Eret and Fishlegs trying to pull them apart.

"Oh yea, this was one of my best ideas ever," I replied, sarcastically. I think I made a mistake. _Big_ time.

Valka laughed. "A great choice of men, I should add." She watched Snotlout punch Tuffnut in the eye. "If they weren't five year old children trapped in adult bodies."

Laughing, I added, "And still living at home."

"Didn't Snotlout get married?" Valka asked, confused.

"He did, remember last month's party at the Great Hall?" I reminded her. "He got kicked out a few nights ago by Siv for arriving home late."

Valka laughed as well. "Well, Siv will make a fine mother, now won't she?"

"She's a tough one," I agreed. Speaking of married women made me think about another married woman. And I happen to be married to. "Where's Astrid? Doing double at the Academy?" I asked. 'Double' meant double the hours. Typically, Astrid and I did three hours at the Academy, five times a week, while double was six hours for one day.

Valka shook her head. "She said she was having a check-up. She's been complaining about a bug."

"Astrid, complaining?" I asked, skeptical. Astrid _never_ complained about sickness. Then again, she was too stubborn to admit she was sick. If she was complaining about any sickness, it must have been for a good reason. Maybe she smelt one of Snotlout's old socks.

"Well, I could tell she wasn't feeling well." Valka winked. "Women have a knack of knowing certain things."

_Why did she just wink?_ "Whatever you say, Mom."

"Oh, that reminds me: could you put in a word for expanding the Dragon Academy?" she asked.

I rolled my eyes in protest, as Gobber grabbed Snotlout by the collar. "Alright, ye overgrown snot rag! Meetin's adjourned!"

Eret and Fishlegs signed in relief.

"I hope they stop fighting soon," Fighlegs admitted, as Snotlout pulled away from Gobber's hooked hand.

"That'd be embarrassing if they kept fighting for the next three years," Eret joked. He got up and walked over to me. "Sorry, gotta go see Frey. She's going to see the healer."

Right, Eret and Frey were expecting a baby soon. "Hopefully you won't name it Eret," I smirked. Valka and Ragnar chuckled beside me.

Eret chuckled. "Nah, I wouldn't want to confuse him with me, anyway." He took me aside. "Actually, I was wondering if you'd name him. Or her, when it's born."

_Crap_. Naming things was not my strongest point. I named one of the islands Horrendous, for crying out loud. Not to mention Itchy Armpit. Well, it was a good thing I wasn't a father, else my kids would end up having names like Weedsmack, Liverhead, Buttercod, Horseradish, Salamander...

"I'll do my best, Eret," I promised.

"Thanks, Chief. You're the best!" Eret called out as he walked out the door.

Valka smiled. "You're doing a great job, Hiccup. Your father would be proud."

I nodded. "Thanks, Mom."

"And maybe, soon you and Astrid will have a little one of your own."

She had that look in her eyes, when she teased me. "Mom, Astrid and I have only been married for a few months."

"What? I'd like some grandchildren."

"Mom!"

"Okay, okay," Valka held her hands up in defense.

"Hiccup!"

I turned around and saw Astrid walking over towards me, Stormfly following her. Valka chuckled and jumped on Cloudjumper's back and flew to the Academy.

"Hello, Milady!" I walked over and kissed her cheek. "You would not believe what happened between my mother and me!"

Astrid giggled. "Let me guess: she wanted you to expand the Dragon Academy?"

There was a sense of sarcasm in her voice; I could tell just from how she gave me an unconvinced look. "Considering I have the entire island to rebuild after what happened to Dragon, expanding the Academy is not my top priority."

Astrid laughed, but she looked distracted.

"Hey… what's the matter?" I asked.

Astrid took my hand in hers. "Hiccup... what you think about... kids?" she hesitated.

I shrugged. "They're cute, I guess."

Honestly, I never truly paid enough attention to kids growing up, since I was known as Useless and the children did best to stay away from me. Not that I scared them, it was mostly because their parents told them to stay away. And who could blame them? I caused destruction to the village.

"Why?" I asked.

There was a moment of silence, and Astrid was hesitant on her next move. "Well... I know we haven't talked about the possibly of starting a family..." she trailed.

Why would Astrid bring up this subject? I mean, we talked about us talking about having kids when we were a little older, since we were both only 21 years old and trying to run a village of raging, bloodthirsty beasts.

Not to mention we had dragons to attend to as well.

Yet, I could still sense something off about her word… like she was keeping something from me. "Astrid... where are you going with this?" I asked.

She smiled. "I'm... pregnant."

I think I froze, because I couldn't feel anything in my entire body. Everything was rigid, a thought unable to be thought. I couldn't fathom a single scent, or even blink my eyes. I couldn't even breathe. Why... why was I acting like this?

It couldn't have been the news. I hear the word "pregnant" and "bearing a child" coming from the village every once in a while, so it wasn't like I don't know what the term was. In reality, I did know what it meant which made me freeze.

I was going to be a father.

The realization hit me:_ I'm going to be a dad..._

Astrid and I were going to have a baby. A _baby_!

A baby!

For some reason, I pictured a baby in Astrid's arms, with her blue eyes and blonde hair. A newborn with red on its face still, since I couldn't picture what the gender may be. Boy, girl, I didn't care. I imagined Astrid braiding a girl's hair, and cleaning a boy's messy face. I saw Toothless playing with him/her, and Astrid and I helping them pick a Terrible Terror out.

"Hiccup, are you alright? You look like you hit by a Flightmare."

I snapped back into reality. Astrid looked worried up at me.

"I-I'm fine," I stuttered.

Astrid huffed. "_Fine_? You don't look fine. You look like you're gonna pass o-"

I silenced her by locking lips with her.

"It's not every day I'm told we're going to be parents," I joked.

"Oh." She then punched me hard in the arm.

"Hey! What was that for?" I asked.

"That's for freaking me out."

I rubbed my sore arm. "We _really_ need to teach you how to communicate."

Astrid laughed. "Well, what do you think?" she asked.

"I... I'm happy," I admitted. "Really! I mean, we're going to be _parents_!"

There was another smile creeping on Astrid's face. "Well… when you say it like that… It sounds _amazing_."

"Well, why wouldn't it be?" I asked, chuckling. "We- we created life!"

"I know, and I'm excited... but are we really ready, Hiccup?" Astrid asked. "We haven't been married for long, and we're both so young..."

I raised an eyebrow. Sure, we were young but it wasn't too odd for a twenty one year old woman to have a baby. The only odd thing about us was that we were close in age; most marriages consisted of a man married to a younger woman. It signified stability for the woman, having an older husband, since an older man already established strength and a title to keep his family safe and secure.

If anything, I should be the one worried about not providing enough status for Astrid.

"Astrid... what is it that you are not telling me?" I asked.

I saw this sadness in her eyes. Something that was not present in Astrid's eyes at all. "Hiccup... I'm not going to be a good mother."

"What makes you say that? You're great with children," I insisted, thinking back to when some of the village children got stuck under a ledge and she saved and comforted them.

"I'm not motherly. I can't sew. I don't know the first thing about healing, and I can barely cook something without poisoning them!"

I rubbed her arms. "Look, I can do all of those things and you can be the best mother that any kid on Berk would love to have."

"Hiccup..."

"You can teach him or her to fight," I said. "Better than I ever could. And you can convince them that one little scrape cannot bring a person down. And you don't need to sew yet. I doubt the baby needs a needle and thread until it starts walking. As for the cooking, just have Gobber cook!"

Astrid chuckled, as she tried to hide a blush. "Well, you might be right about some of those things..."

"Aren't I always?" I smirked.

She lightly punched my chest. "You're lucky you're better with words than I am."

I wondered if I should tell her what I had on my mind. "To be honest... I'm so scared," I admitted.

Astrid raised her eyebrows, as though it was the most ludicrous thing she had ever heard of. "Hiccup, how can you be scared? You'd be the best dad ever."

"Because I had the best father ever?" I asked. Astrid's eyes widened a little. "Yea, he kept me fed and had a roof over my head, but he worked a lot. His chiefly duties came first before me."

"Hiccup, just because your dad did that, it doesn't mean you will," Astrid insisted.

"I don't want to," I said, "I'm just afraid of being like him. I told myself I would never neglect my child. I wanted to be the best father I could, and I want to protect them, and teach them pointless things about Vikings-"

"-like Stoick did?" Astrid asked.

I stopped.

Memories of my childhood flashed in my mind: Stoick the Vast taking me fishing. Dad protecting me from dragons. Dad watching me win at Dragon Racing. Dad being proud of a Hiccup.

I sighed. "You think we can do this?"

"If we can train dragons, we can raise a baby together," Astrid insisted.

I smiled. "I'm so lucky to have you." I placed my hand on Astrid's abdomen, where our developing baby was. "And the little guy, too."

"_Or_ little girl," Astrid smiled.

"Or little girl," I repeated, with a hint of sarcasm. "Although I don't care what it is. I'll be happy with either."

"Well, _I'm_ betting it's a boy," Astrid claimed. "Ten coins."

I gaped, mockingly."That's not fair! You have that… motherly intuition or whatever it is."

Astrid shrugged playfully. "Maybe little Haldor wants me to win the bet…"

"Wait, you have a name picked out for him?" I asked, in disbelief. "What's wrong with calling him Hiccup?"

"There is _no_ way I am having two Hiccups live in the same house," Astrid swore.

I laughed. "Would you get rid of me, then?"

Astrid grabbed my suit and pulled me in a kiss. When we pulled away, she whispered: "Never, babe."

I grinned. "Of course, Milady."

I did not know then what the hell we were going to do. Heck, we were only twenty-one years old. We probably did not know the first thing on having a baby, or how to care for one. We may stumble and make mistakes, but I know deep in my heart that we can do it. We can figure it out.

I knew because we will do it like we always everything:

_Together._

**_To be continued..._**


	13. Big News, Big Worries

**_Hey, guys. It's been a while, I know. But I have found some time to add some more one-shots here._**

**_I usually don't address reviews in the notes (I tend to send messages), but I wanted to address one common thing: Astrid. _**

**_I had a few reviews requesting more Astrid in this. I know I tend to disclude her in this story. However, this is "A Father's Love", and it is the central focus of Hiccup. Now, I don't necessarily mean to; Astrid's awesome (really, I love her). And hopefully in the next chapter there will be more of her. So I hope this answers some of your answers._**

**_Please review, and I don't own HTTYD._**

* * *

><p><em>"The highest love of all finds its fulfillment not in what it keeps, but in what it gives."<em>

Unknown

* * *

><p><em>One month after "Growing Up"...<em>

**Big News, Big Worries**

If I had the chance to decide how to tell my children "big news", I would have told them to leave their weapons outside with the dragons. Let's just say when your eldest child has an axe in her hand and you say life-changing news, you release the beast within.

And it's a scary looking beast, I tell ya.

I sat in my Chief chair, which was too large for me, and clapped my hands to get my children's attention.

"Alright, Haddocks. Now, your mother and I have some news... and hopefully... it will be alright with you guys."

The four young Haddocks looked up at from their activities and gave me their attention. Well, mostly their attentions. Langley and Lamont had sat down with their Terrible Terrors; Haldor paused from his drawing; Kari looked up from sharpening her axe.

And this is why I have to raise my voice sometimes to get their attention.

Astrid rolled her eyes. She was standing beside the large chair and her arms were folded across her chest. "Babe, they're going to have to deal with it. There's nothing we can do about it now."

"I know, Milady," I said, "but this is still big news."

Haldor jerked his head upward. "What happened? Did you make a deal with Dagur?" he asked, with a worried look on his face.

"What- No!" I insisted. "It- It's not like that at all!"

I would _never_ make a deal with Dagur, even if my life depended on it.

Kari laughed as she sharpened her axe. "Did you sign the twins up for military school?" she asked, with a smirk on her face. Langley and Lamont immediately stopped bouncing.

Astrid made a humming noise, and smirked evilly. "Not a bad _idea_, Kar."

"No! Mom! Please don't!" The twins protested. Even Haldor laughed.

I groaned. "No, we are _not_ sending the twins to reform school." _As much as I want to send them..._ I sighed. "Astrid, just tell them."

Astrid breathed in. "We're having another baby."

For a moment, it wasn't so bad. Sure, the kids were quiet

I swear to the Gods, the house had never been so quiet. Like, even the dragons stopped growling or eating our food. Toothless was the only one who moved; he inched closer to Astrid and rubbed his head against her abdomen.

The twins were, for once, still as a sheet. Identical to a tee, the twins had both pairs of thier blue eyes filled with shock.

That's when we heard a bang.

I jerked my head to Kari's direction. She was frozen in shock, and her axe was now wedged between the floorboards.

"Kari, you okay?" I asked.

Langley and Lamont waved their hands over Kari's face.

"Hey. Kari. Midgard to Kari," Monty said.

Haldor shook her a little. There was some worry in his face. "Kar, snap out of it."

"Uh..." Kari shook her head a little.

"What's the matter?" Haldor asked.

Kari shrugged. "Nothing..."

The twins ignored them. "Is it a boy or a girl?" they asked Astrid.

"Well, we don't know," Astrid explained. "We won't find out for another six months."

Haldor grinned. "I think it'll be cool." He looked at the twins. "I don't really remember the twins as babies, so this will be neat."

Langley and Lamont grinned. "Can we name it?" they asked.

Haldor frowned. "Hey, why would _you two_ get to? You don't even _know_ where babies come from!"

"It's true," I said.

Astrid smacked my shoulder. "Babe, I really don't want to explain the birds and the bees right now," she whispered with a threatening look at me.

Langley sneered at Haldor. "Yea! They come from mommies!"

Lamont smirked. "Cause Dad put the baby in her tummy, then she has to take it out when it's all big."

Haldor glared at the twins. "That's _not_ true."

Kari's arms were crossed over her chest, sorting she was famous for doing when she was upset. She rolled her eyes. "If you think you're _so_ smart, Hal, where do babies come from, then?"

Hal blushed. "Uh... well... Gobber said a troll comes in and leaves a baby."

Kari laughed. "What? Did he not give you the sex talk? Mom and Dad had _sex_, idiot."

"_Kari Rowan_!" Astrid interjected.

"There it goes," I muttered.

"I know what sex is, _ass_," Haldor retorted.

"_Haldor Stoick_!" I shouted, suddenly. Hal has never used such language before. At least in the house. "Don't call your sister that!"

"Nice time to put in priorities, Hiccup!" Astrid shouted at me.

"What? It's the truth," Kari countered, not looking at either of us.

Gods, I swear Kari could be so bold.

Langley and Lamont looked up at Astrid and me. "What's sex?"

I pointed at the door and locked my eyes at my oldest children. Both were red in the face, but I did not care. "Out. _Now_."

Haldor grew redder in the face. "Dad! She called me an idiot!"

"You called me an ass," Kari reasoned.

"**_OUT!_**" I hollered.

The two children nodded quickly and walked outside, pushing the door wide open. Shadow moaned sadly and followed her rider. I walked over to the door and slammed the door behind them.

Astrid grabbed my arm. "Hiccup-"

"They need to work that out," I said. There was no way I was allowing them to ruin this moment. It was supposed to be nice, you know? I doubted it would end up with my children shouting at each other and trying to explain sex to twin six year olds.

And what the Hel was wrong with Kari? She was acting weird.

Langley and Lamont looked up at us again, with confusion on their faces. "What's sex?" they asked in unison.

Astrid fiddled with her hands. "Well… it's what mommies and daddies do to…"

"To have babies," I added.

The two boys looked at each other, then back at us. "Why?" they asked.

"Well, it's a way for mommies and daddies to show that they love each other," Astrid said, holding my hand. I could not help but smile at her words, considering she preferred to use her fists instead of words.

"Then you must love each other a lot because you have a lot of kids!" Langley said.

"A _whole_ lot!" Lamont added.

I tried not to laugh at their adorable behaviour.

Astrid smiled, squeezing my hand tighter. "Yea, we do."

I wanted to kiss her right there (and believe me, I _really_ wanted to), but something made me stop. Because outside were two of our children and not in here to talk about the whole baby thing. _And they've had enough time out there, I figured._

"I'll get them," I told Astrid.

She nodded in approval and I left her, going to the door. I was about to open the door, but I heard Haldor and Kari talk. I found myself listening to their conversation without really meaning to.

"You didn't seem too happy about the news," Hal said.

"Maybe..." Kari trailed.

"But why? You should be used to it. You have three younger brothers. Why-"

Kari huffed. "That's the thing. _Three_ younger _brothers_. I'm the only girl," she explained. "There's a 50% chance the baby will be a boy."

"What's wrong with boys?" Hal asked, in defense.

"Nothing. Just..."

I waited for her to say something. But there was nothing.

"It's hard being the oldest, isn't it?" Haldor guessed.

Kari didn't answer at first. "I heard there are teens with younger siblings and they have to practically raise the babies."

I wasn't sure what to say. Firstly, I didn't want her to feel like that.

Was that why she was upset?

Is that how Kari really felt?

I walked out the door, where Kari and Haldor were sitting at the steps. My metal foot created a creaking noise, causing both to look up at me with similar confusion on their faces.

"Hal, can you give us a minute?" I asked my son.

Hal nodded and got up, going inside.

Kari immediately looked out to the village, probably forcing herself not to look at me. And I doubt she wanted to see me. Shadow rubbed her head against her rider.

I patted her shoulder. "Want to go to Itchy Armpit?" I asked.

With a second of hesitation, Kari nodded.

* * *

><p>We didn't say anything as we flew across the Barbaric Archipelago.<p>

The flight was nice. Quiet.

Dad hadn't said anything to me the entire time. And sometimes silence can be more deadly than any words spoken.

Once we landed on Itchy armpit, Kari sat herself near the cliff. Shadow plopped herself right beside her and fell asleep. For some reason, I was reminded of the many times we came here, to come here and escape from my chief duties. Just Kari and myself, usually, with our dragons. It was here where we found Shadow, all alone. The small Night Fury who was now almost the size of Toothless, just like Kari was almost my height. We kept coming back, to see if we could find Shadow's mother or any other Night Fury. But we have had no luck.

I sat beside Toothless as Kari looked over the vast land of trees and the distant mountains. She drew her knees close to her body, and practically hugged them.

I too looked out to the mountains. They were huge from where we were, and how they erected against the blue sky and clouds… it was quite the sight. The sight of it made you feel small, but free from the world. If you looked hard enough, you could have seen a few dragons flying from there.

Yet… I knew I could not delay the reason for coming here. I had to get it off my chest, and I assumed Kari did as well.

"So... I heard you and Haldor talk," I admitted.

Kari didn't respond.

"You really aren't happy about this, are you?" I figured.

I should have noticed. She's the oldest, after all. And of three brothers. She's had to grow up faster than them, with having to learn how to cook and clean (to her dismay). Not to mention that it hadn't been just her, Astrid and myself for long before Hal was born.

Kari shrugged. "I don't know."

"Look, I promise we won't load the baby stuff on you. Your mother and I are still young, and we can handle the baby."

When Kari didn't respond, I frowned. "There's something else on your mind."

Kari smiled. "Is it that obvious?" she asked, resorting to our regular routine of guessing what we were thinking. Hey, it was quite accurate.

I patted her shoulder. Gods, she was almost as tall as me. "Kari... you know you can tell me anything."

She sighed, hugging her hands closer around her knees. "I'm scared."

"Wait... Kari the Brave is scared of a baby?" I joked. When she didn't laugh, I stopped. "You're... scared of the _baby_?"

Kari rolled my eyes. "No. I'm scared it'll be a girl."

I suddenly remembered what I overheard Kari say about the whole "_50%"_ thing. "Wow. I figured you wouldn't want another brother," I said.

"Well, it would be nice to have another girl," Kari reasoned. "I... just don't... want to lose..." she waved her hand around us, "…this."

I chucked slightly. "You just gestured both of us." I sighed. "Oh. You think another girl will take you from me."

"See? It sounds stupid," Kari muttered against her knees. "I'm jealous of a baby."

"No, you're not. You're worried you'll lose this close bond we have." Kari lifted her head slightly. "Do you remember when you were little and ran away?"

She chuckled. "No, but Mom says you were really freaked out."

I rolled my eyes. "My point is… you might have been a little jealous of Haldor." Not a complete lie, but this was not the time to elaborate on details. "Which is normal for many toddlers. Up until your mother and I had Hal, you were our world, kiddo. You were… amazing. I hate to brag, but I was so proud of every little thing you did."

"You didn't praise me for walking, did you?" Kari asked, worried.

"No." Kari raised an eyebrow, unconvinced. "Fine. I was a little excited that you had decided to walk finally after a year and a half." Kari laughed. "I'm serious, kiddo. You were smart, you just didn't want to walk for a while."

"So what you're saying is that I've always been stubborn," Kari figured.

"There is a point of this speech, Kar," I insisted. "Kari, what we have... no one can replace this. What relationship we have... it's special. And I think it's be because we are so much alike."

"It explains why we tick each other off," she mused, with a smile on her mouth.

"A new baby will not take this away," I promised. And I meant it. There was no way a new child, especially a girl, would come through what Kari and I had. "But, if it is a girl, maybe it'll give you the opportunity to see her grow up. Not like taking care of her, but to show her how to fight and stuff, since I doubt your brothers will do a decent job." I squeezed her shoulder as she chuckled. "And maybe name her?"

She lifted her head. "Really?". She frowned. "But Langley and Lamont _already_ asked."

I rolled his eyes. "They chose the names Breath Death and Spleencutter for their drawings, remember? I _doubt_ they would give a good baby name."

She cringed. "Yea... I'm hoping it's a girl, now."

I thought for a moment. "Those names are _pretty_ unisex..."

"Good dragon names," she admitted. Then, she cringed again. "Oh, gods. I think I just condemned two poor dragons with those names."

I chuckled. "You're better at naming, anyway."

"I named my dragons _Rumblestone_ and _Shadow_," she countered. Shadow lifted her head at the mention of her name, but Kari patted her head anyway. "There's no way I can name a kid."

"Well, where do you think I got the cleverest name for Toothless?" I asked. I hugged her shoulders. "C'mon, kiddo. This that we have here... it's special. It could _never_ be replace."

Kari shrugged. "I guess."

I patted her shoulders again. "I promise, we'll still have this. You're the Pride of Berk, remember?"

"Yea," Kari agreed. She leaned in closer to me. "Thanks, Dad."

"No problem, kiddo. Anything for you."

Both of us looked back at the far mountains, as though it was the only thing to do. It was nice and quiet.

"You know…." I said after a while, "I think I saw some Snow Wraiths not far from here." I smiled. If there was one thing I knew Kari loved more than her axe, it was flying with Shadow. Oh, and that competitive streak she inherited from her mother. "Maybe we can see if Shadow is up for the distance."

Kari smirked, which was not far from her mother's smirk. "You're _so_ on."

I jumped on Toothless' back. "C'mon, bud. Let's show our kids we still have speed."

"Not likely, old man," Kari laughed.

I smiled as Toothless roared and took off.

Yea. New babies can be exciting. And from experience, they can leave the older kids feeling left out. But I know Kari will warm up to the idea sooner or later. As stubborn as she is, she's still a Haddock, and she has the soul of a dragon.

And being the soul of a dragon…. It just means she and I are closer than ever. And nothing can replace that.

_To be continued..._

* * *

><p><strong><em>If you guys read on my profile, I will have a new poll up for determining the gender of the new Haddock baby! :D <em>**

**_And if you want to name the baby, leave a name in the reviews or PM me! _****_:)_**


	14. The New Haddock

**_Well… it's been a while since I updated anything here, haven't I?_**

**_You know how life is… it's hectic, but it comes first. Although I want to say how much I love doing this story… even though I'm in the process of writing both "Reminiscence: Journey Home" and "Souls of Dragons". It's a nice break, for sure._**

**_And I've collected the votes for the new baby's gender. So we'll see what the baby's name and gender is :D_**

**_Please review and tell me what you think :)_**

* * *

><p><em>"It makes you more open, it gives you perspective, having a child."<em>

Tracey Ulman

* * *

><p><em>Five months afer "Big News, Big Worries"...<em>

**The New Haddock**

"Hiccup! No more, I tell you! No more!"

"Astrid, shouting at me will _not_ change the fact you're going into labour."

"Yea? Well, we wouldn't be in this situation if you had just kept your-"

"Mom! There are kids around us!" Kari shouted.

Astrid slapped me across the face. "Learn to keep your mouth shut!"

I couldn't exactly rub my stinging face because Kari and I were carrying Astrid with both arms underneath her. Not to mention the incredibly awkward area in which was... wetting us. So I held my tongue, at least for the time being, while Kari and I set forth to Stormfly.

The Deadly Naddar sat herself on the ground as Kari and I shifted Astrid onto her back. It was odd that Astrid was less than nine months pregnant, and still managed to look like she was having twins again (_not _that I thought she was fat, or anything…)

Haldor and the twins watched us place Astrid on Stormfly's back. "Is Mom going to be okay?" he asked.

Astrid nodded as I hopped onto Stormfly with her. "She's just going to have the baby soon," I told my eldest son.

"But you said the baby was coming in another month," Langley pointed out.

"Yea, will the baby be okay?" Lamont asked, innocently.

I didn't know how to answer the boys. Most babies who came early had a lower life expectancy or died shortly after birth. I mean, I was lucky to have lived to thirty-five so far, but I cannot say for most newborns. I prayed silently that this baby will make it.

"Don't worry, boys. The baby will be fine." I held my hand to Kari. "Coming with us?"

Kari's eyes widened. "You... want me to be there?" she asked.

"Sure, you're old enough and we would love the help," I insisted. "And I know you're the only one who can calm your mother down."

"_We_? What will _you_ be doing? I don't suppose you'll deliver this time, will you?" Astrid interjected, sarcastically. "If that's the case, please: be my guest."

I cringed. "I meant figuratively. And I'm okay with the whole birthing part."

"Are all guys this squeamish around lady parts?" Kari asked Astrid.

"Only when said parts are not fulfilling their sexual needs," Astrid said. "Which is why I am hunched in pain, thanks to your father."

...

The midwifes took no time to set Astrid up in bed.

I did my best not to look as they removed her clothes and placed her sitting upward in bed, with which looked like hundreds of pillows for supporting her back. Then again… I didn't know why I looked away: it's not like I haven't seen Astrid naked … she _was _about to give birth.

"It looks like you're crowning, Chieftress," the midwife said.

Astrid held out her hand to Kari. "Please..." she whispered.

Kari, who had been standing beside me without a single word, nodded slowly and walked over to Astrid and held her hand. She looked incredibly nervous, and I wouldn't doubt if she couldn't watch her mother in pain. I was nervous, too, when she was born.

"Kari, you don't have to be here if you don't want to," Astrid told her.

The stubborn teen shook her head. "No, Mom. I need to do this. I'm a Haddock, right? because I know you'll be there for me when I do."

Astrid was about to smile, but then she grunted in pain.

"Mrs. Haddock, you have to wait until the next course of pain to come before you push," the midwife instructed her. "If you do beforehand-"

"I gave birth to four children. I _think_ I know when to push!" Astrid shouted, interrupting the midwife.

I would have laughed if the circumstances didn't rest in Astrid's situation, and that my right hand wasn't turning as purple as a Deadly Naddar. And starting to lose all feeling in the hand at the same time.

Kari watched her mother with worried glances as Astrid yelled curses at me, using the same words she used when she was giving birth to the boys and Kari. It made me feel worried as well; Astrid and I were in our mid-thirties… could we be parents again with an almost thirteen year old and three other children?

"Okay, Astrid. The head's out!" the midwife said.

Astrid grunted through her teeth, as she squeezed my hand once again, this time with more force. Now I wished I had a prostetic hand so I didn't have to feel the pain. But the good thing now is that I can't feel anything in my right hand now.

It took an agonizing lifetime, but soon, a small cry filled the small room.

All of us sighed in relief as the cry became stronger. The midwife, accompanied by two other practicing midwifes, took the baby to wash it off. I immediately kissed my wife's forehead in relief. _Good job, Astrid._

"Wow, Mom," Kari whispered. "That was…."

"The incredible miracle of birth," Astrid said. "Now you know why we don't have sex before marriage?"

Kari chuckled, while rolling her eyes. "Yes, Mom."

The midwife looked up, holding the swaddled baby in her arms. "It's a healthy baby girl, Chief."

A swarm of relief and happiness rushed over me.

Astrid smiled. "Another girl... finally." She let herself relax in the pillow supporting her back.

I walked over to the midwife, and bend down to her hearing level. "Dari, do you think she'll make it?"

The plump lady placed a hand on my shoulder. "Chief, I have seen many babies born her size and live healthy. She's merely a hiccup."

"A runt," I added. _Just like myself and Kari._

There was a door slam, and my eyes went right for the front door. Curiously, I looked over to Astrid, who was sitting alone in bed. Her eyes were shut, as though she was defeated. I immediately noticed my daughter's absence.

_Oh no…. Kari._

"She's little, but she'll make it, Chief." I snapped back into reality. Dari smiled, handing the baby in my arms gently. "You need another girl with those twin boys of yours," she said.

I sighed in relief, as I held the newest Haddock in my arms. Another little girl…. Who would have thought? I was sure with the number of boys we had, we were bound to have another one. But now… we have a little girl.

"You did great, Mrs. Haddock," I told Astrid.

Astrid smiled. "I'm just glad she made it." She looked at our new daughter. "Wow. She _really_ looks like Kari."

I chuckled. "Yea." I brushed her head lightly. "Although her hair isn't as red."

"True." There was some silence from her. Even the baby we were holding seemed to stay quiet. Astrid sighed. "I'm… now worried about Kari."

"Kari?" I repeated. "Why are you worried?"

Astrid shrugged. "Well… she wasn't exactly crazy about having another younger sibling. And it's a girl."

"Astrid, I think Kari's going to be okay with this," I insisted. "I mean, she stayed to help you, right?"

"But she left the moment the midwives announced her gender." Astrid looked down at the baby, who was now cooing lightly. "I… can't believe that she's not even a few minutes old, and she's already not welcomed."

I knew what Astrid meant, but to which daughter…. "Astrid, are you sure that you aren't taking about Kari?" I asked.

Astrid didn't answer. "Do you… do you think I should go talk to her?" she asked.

I smiled. "Maybe later, after you've had some rest?"

"You don't think I can work after giving birth to your fifth kid?" Astrid asked, with a smirk on her face. "Come on, you don't give me enough credit with our kids."

I looked down at our new daughter. Kari's little sister.

"If you want some rest, I can take care of her," I said.

Astrid chuckled. "Are you going to have one of your father-daughter talks?"

"Perhaps." I smiled, as the baby yawned. "She needs it."

…

Walking outside was hard. And not because I still couldn't feel my right hand or that I was carrying a newborn child in my arms (which, by the way, I was glad that it was close to nightfall).

Knowing my daughter well, I found her sitting at the edge of Berk, sitting beside Shadow.

I sighed. _How many times did I sit there, with only Toothless and myself? _I grinned, knowing how she was feeling. Or… maybe not. I wasn't blessed with four siblings like she was. But maybe she didn't think of it as a blessing; I would have given anything for a brother or a sister.

No, I came out here to help my daughter. I tried to put myself in her situation, hoping that it could help me understand how she was feeling. Here she is, almost thirteen years old, and she was the oldest child. Not to mention that she was the future of Berk. She had a lot on her shoulders. But she also was the only daughter that Astrid and I had.

_Up until a few minutes ago, that is._

I had told her months ago that another girl would not change our relationship. She was still my baby girl. My _first_ baby girl.

"Kari, would you like to hold your sister?" I asked.

Kari looked over at the bundle in my hands. Her face looked conflicted, but only for a few minutes. Reluctantly, she nodded.

I walked over and placed the sleeping baby in her arms. Kari gently held her close to her chest and supported her head with her left arm. She stared at the baby for a while, a smile slowly creeping on her face. Shadow even took the gentle liberty to sniff the baby.

"She's pretty," Kari admitted.

I smiled and sat down beside her, coaxing Shadow at the same time. "Look, your mom and I know it's strange for you to have another sibling, since you're becoming a teenager-"

Kari looked up at me. "I don't mind."

I stopped.

"Did you not complain just yesterday that you didn't want the baby?" I asked, confused.

Kari nodded. "Yea, but that was when I thought the baby was a _boy_." She looked back down at the baby. The look on her face… it reminded me of when I saw _her _for the first time. I had this overwhelming of need to protect my first daughter. I now saw it on Kari's face. "But she's a girl. I _finally_ have a sister."

I blinked. "Wait. You _wanted_ a sister?" I asked.

Kari shrugged. "Well, I didn't know what it felt like to have a sister. I mean, I bet she and I will fight when we're older and want to kill each other, but I feel protective of her." She smiled wider. "Maybe that's why the gods gave her to us: someone for us to protect."

I smiled. Kari wasn't very religious, but she never went against the gods. "You know, when you were born, I thought the very same thing about you."

Kari smiled. "Really?" she asked. "Were you nervous?"

I didn't hold back any laughs. "Of course I was. You were our first baby, kiddo." I held her closer. "And you will always remain as such."

Kari stayed silent. "Did you name me after Rowan Hofferson?" she asked. Rowan was Astrid's great-grandmother, who was known for yodeling to keep the dragons away.

"Yes, mostly because it means 'little red' and you had insanely red hair at birth," I explained.

"Then why was Lamont named after Grimbeard the Ghnastly?" she asked.

I chuckled nervously. "Well... Grimbeard _was_ a good leader." I frowned. "Before he casted Hiccup II out as a baby and killed him later."

Kari laughed. "Well, I think she should be named after Gran." She paused. "Well, maybe her _middle_ name."

I smiled again: Gran was Valka to the kids. "And what should her name be?" I asked.

Kari looked down at her sister again, with the same glow of protection on her face. "Anna. Anna Valka Haddock."

I stayed silent for a moment. Anna wasn't a common name on Berk. But it was also… unique. I smiled. Perhaps it fit her, then.

I smiled. "I think it's a wonderful name."

"Because she's all our baby, right?" Kari asked.

_"Kari... It's perfect," I agreed, watching Kari's eyes slowly close, falling asleep._

_"_She's_ perfect," Astrid added, as she held Kari's small fist in her soft hands._

_I smiled and looked down at Kari. Perfection._

_She was perfect, because she was _our_ baby._

"By ours… you mean the six of us, right?" I clarified, with a smile.

Kari nodded. "You know… I hope I can be a good sister for her. Not just because I have to… but because I want to."

"You will," I said, as I held both my daughters.

_Because you're perfect, kiddo._

_You're a Haddock._

* * *

><p><strong><em>Okay, guys. I need your help. I need another chapter idea.<em>**

**_I have a few ideas that were given in the past, like Kari's first date. If you'd like to submit an idea, I willl gladly write it up :)_**

**_See you soon (hopefully) :)_**


End file.
